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Dramatis  Perfon^. 

KING  Henry  VI. 

Humphry  Duke  o/Gloucefter,  7  Uncles  to  the 

C<7r^/V7fl/Beaufbrd,  if/>.  ^  Winchefter,    5     King. 

Duke  of  York,  pretending  to  the  Cro^wn. 

Duke  <?/^  Buckingham,  ^ 

Dukeof^om^xitt^         >  Of  the  Kings  Party. 

Z)«/f^<?/ Suffolk,  ) 

Z«?r^  Clifford,  of  the  Kings  Party. 

Lord  Say. 

Lord  Scales,  Go'vernor  of  the  Tower. 

^/>  Humphry  Stafford. 

Toung  Stafford,  his  Brother. 

Alexander  Iden,  a  Kentiih  Gentleman. 

Toung  Clifford,  Son  to  the  Lord  Clifford. 

Ricrard  Pkntafen"',  f  ^""^  '"  '*'  ^"^^  'f  ^"''- 
Vaux,  a  Sea  Captain,  and  Walter  Whitmore  —  Pirates. 
A  Herald. 

Hume  and  Southwel,  t^vco  Priejls. 
Bolingbrook,  an  Ajirologer. 
A  Spirit,  attending  on  Jordan  the  IVitch, 
Thomas  Horner,  an  Armounr. 
Peter,  his  Man. 
Clerk  of  Chatham. 
Mayor  of  St.  Albans. 
Siinpcox,  an  Impojior. 

Jack  Cade,  Bevis,   Michael,   John  Holland,   Dick  the 
Butcher,  Smith  the  IVeaver,  a?id  fe-veral  others.  Rebels. 

Margaret,    ^leen  to  King  Henry  VI.  fecretly  in  Lc-ve 

nvith  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 
Da?ne  Eleanor,  H'ife  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
Mother  Jordan,    a  Witch  employed  by  the  Dutchefs  of 

Glouceller. 
Wife  to  Simpcox. 
Petitioners,    Aldentien,  a   Beadle,  Sheriff  and  Officers, 

Citixens,  <vjlth  Faukoners,  Guards,    Meffer.gers,  and 

ether  Attendants. 
Tir  o  C  E  N  E    is  laid  'very  difperfedly   in  fevera! 
Pans  of  Engkad. 
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King   HENRT   VL 

A  C  T     I.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The    P  AL  AC  E. 

Tlourijh  of  Trumpets:  then,  Hautboys.  Enter  King 
Henry,  Duke  Humpiiry,  Salifbury,  Warwick,  and 
Bcsinford  on  the  one  Jide :  The  ^een,  Suffolk,  York, 
Somerfet,  and  Buckingham  an  the  other^ 

Suffolk. 
*      jl     S  by  your  high  imperial  Majefly 

/A      I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
jf   ^  As  procurator  for  your  Excellence, 
To  marry  Princefs  Mar g  ret  for  your  Grace  j 
So  in  the  famous  ancient  city.  Tours, 
In  prefencc  of  the  Kings  o{  France  and  Sicil, 
The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretaigne,  Alan/on, 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  twenty  reverend  Bifliops, 
I  have  performM  my  tafk,  and  was  efpous'd  : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee. 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers. 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  Queen 

[  Prefenting  the  ^een  to  the  Khr, 
To  your  moft  gracious  hand;   that  are  the  fubllance 
Of  that  great  fhadow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marquifs  gave. 
The  fairefl  Queen  that  ever  King  reeeivM. 

Vi.  Henry.  Suffolk,  ^n(Q.  Welcome,  Qaeen  M^r^«r^/ ; 

1  The  fecondpart,  &c.]  This  and  the  thrd  part  were  firft  writ- 
ten under  the  title  of  the  Contention  of  York  and  Lancafter,  printed 
in  1600,  but  fince  vaftly  improved  by  the  Author.  Mi.  Pope. 

2  j^s  by  yourhigb,  &c.]  Vide  Hair%  Chronicle,  Fol.  66.  Year 
23--  init.  Mr.  Foje. 
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I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  love, 

Than  this  kind  kifs.     O  Lord,  that  lend'fl  me  life, 

Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulnefs ! 

For  thou  haft  giv*n  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 

A  world  of  earthly  bleffings  to  my  foal  j 

If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Q^  Mar.  Great  King  of  England^  and  my  gracious 
lord, 
The  mutual  conf 'rence  that  my  mind  hath  had. 
By  day,  by  night,  waking,  and  in  my  dreams. 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads. 
With  you  ^  mine  alder-lieveft  Sovereign; 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King 
With  ruder  terms  ;  fuch  as  my  wit  affords. 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 

K.  Henry.  Her  fight  did  raviih,   but   her  grace  ia 
fpeech, 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wifdom's  majefty. 
Make  me  from  wondring  fall  to  weeping  joys. 
Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voicewelcome  my  love. 

All  kneel.    Long    live    Queen  Margret,     England* s 

happinefs ! 
Q^  Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  {Ekurijh, 

Suf.  My  lord  protedor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  grace. 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contrafted  Peace, 
Between  our  Sovereign  and  the  French  King  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo.  Ireads-I  Imprimis,  //  is  agreed  betnveen  the 
French  King,  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole  Marquifs 
of  Suffolk,  Amhajfador  for  Henry  King  of  England, 
that  the  faid  Henry  Jhall  efpoufe  the  lady  Margaret, 
daughter  unto  Reignier  King  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  Je- 
rufalem,  and  cro^wn  her  ^leen  of  England,  ere  the  thir- 
titth  of  May  next  enfiiing. 


3  ■    ■  tmne  alder-licveft  Sovereign  j]  Alder-Ueveji  is  an  old. 

Mnglijh  word  given  to  him  to  whom  the  fpeakcr  is  fuprcmely  at- 
tached: Lieveji  being  the  fuperlative  of  the  comparative,  levar^ 
rather y  from  lief.  So  Hall  in  his  Chronicle,  Henry  VI.  Folio  I2. 
Ryght  hyght  and  mighty  Prinse,  end  my  rygbt  noble,  and,  after  one, 
levtfit  Li>rd% 

Item. 
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Item.  7hat  the  Dutchy  ^Anjou,    and  the  County  of 

1A?i.\nt,^all  he  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her 

J'ather.  \Lets  fall  the  faper. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Glo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord ; 
Some  fudden  qualm  hath  ftruck  me  to  the  heart. 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Henry.   \J\\Q\t  oi IVincheJier,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item,  That  the  Dutchies  t^/^Anjou  ^s:;?^' Maine 
Jkallhe  releafed  and  deli'vered  to  the  King  her  father,  and 
Jhe  fent  o-uer  of  the  Kingof^ng\2iTid''s  oivn  proper  cof  and 
charges,  ^without  halving  any  doivry. 

K.  Henry.  They  pleafe   us  well.     Lord  Marquifs, 
kneel  you  down  j 
We  here  create  thee  the  firft  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  gird  thee  with  the  fword.     Coufin  of  Tork, 
We  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
I'th'  parts  o{  France,  *till  term  of  eighteen  months 
Be  full  expir'd.     Thanks,  uncle  Winchefter, 
GWfer,  York,  Buckingham,  and  Somerfet, 
Salijlury  and  War^ck ; 
We  thank  you  for  all  this  great  favour  done. 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

[Exeunt  King,  ^an,  a^d  Suffolk, 

SCENE    II. 

Manent  the  refi. 
Gh.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  Hate, 
To  you  Duke  Humphry  muft  unload  his  grief, 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What !  did  my  brother  Henry  fpend  his  youth. 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field. 
In  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  parching  heat. 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  > 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  XoA  his  wits 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got  ? 
Have  you  yourfelves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham^ 
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Brave  Tork,   and  Salijhury,  vi(^orious  ^at-nvici, 
Recciv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy? 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufordy  and  myfelf. 
With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm. 
Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  council-houfe, 
Esrly  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 
How  France  and  Frenchme7i  might  be  kept  in  awe  ? 
And  was  his  Highnefs  in  his  infancy- 
Crowned  in  Paris^  in  dcfpight  of  foes  ? 
And  fhall  thefe  labours  and  thefe  honours  die  ? 
Shall  Henry  %  Conqueft,  BedJ^ord'i  vigilance. 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counfel  die  ? 
O  peers  oi  England y  Ihameful  is  this  league. 
Fatal  this  marriage  ;  cancelling  your  fame. 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory  ; 
Razing  the  charaders  of  your  renown. 
Defacing  monuments  of  conquer'd  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been. 

Car-  Nephew,  w^iat  means  this  pafiionate  difcourfc  ? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumflances  ? 
For  France,  'tis  ours  j  and  we  will  keep  it  ftiU. 

G/e.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can ; 
But  now  it  is  impoflible  we  IhouM. 
^ufolky  the  new-made  Duke  that  rules  the  roafl. 
Hath  giv'n  the  dutchy  oi  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  King  Reignier,  whofe  large  ^y\z 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  purfe. 

Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  who  dy'd  for  all, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  'Normandy  : 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warnvick,  my  valiant  fon? 

tVar.  For  grief  that  they  are  paft  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again. 
My  fword  Ihould  flied  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 
Jnjou  and  Maine  !  myfelf  did  win  them  both  : 
I'hofe  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer. 
And  are  the  citief,  that  I  got  with  wounds. 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 

York.   For  SuJolk\  Duke,  may  he  be  fufFocatc, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  ifle  ! 
France  (hould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart. 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 

I  ncAcr 
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I  never  read,  but  England'^  Kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  gold,  and  dowries  with  their  wives : 
And  our  King  Hen^y  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before. 
That  Suffolk  ftiould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth. 
For  coft  and  charges  in  tranfporting  her : 
She  ihould  have  ftaid  in  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France, 
Before — — 

Car.  My  lord  of  Glo'Jier,  now  ye  grow  too  hot : 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  lord  the  King. 

Glo.   My  lord  of  Winchefter,  I  know  your  mind. 
*Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  miflike. 
But  'tis  my  prefence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out,  proud  prelate  ;  in  thy  face, 
I  fee  thy  fury  :  if  I  longer  ftay, 
We  fhall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 
Lordings,  farevvel ;  and  fay,  when  I  am  gone, 
I  prophefy'd,  France  will  be  loft  ere  long.  [Exit. 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protedor  in  a  rage : 
'Tis  knov/n  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy : 
Nay  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all  ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King, 
Confider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  Englijh  crown. 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 
4-  And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  eaft. 
There's  rcafon  he  ihould  be  difpleas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wife  and  circumfpedl. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him. 
Calling  him  Humphry,  the  good  Dw/^^  o/' Glo'fter, 
Clapping  their  hands  and  crying  with  loud  voice, 
Jefu  maintain  your  royal  excellence  ! 
With,  Godprefer've  the  good  Duke  Humphry  ! 
I  fear  me,  Jords,  for  al!  this  flattering  glofs. 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protedor. 

Buck,  Why  ihould  he  then  protcdt  our  fovercign, 

4  And  all  tbt -iosaltby  kingdcmi  oftbtvrtir,']  certainly  fbahtffegr 
wrcte  EAST. 
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He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf  ? 
Coufin  ot  Somerfet,  join  you  with  me, 
And  all  together  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
We'll  quickly  hoift  Duke  Humphry  from  his  feat. 

Car,  This  weighty  bufinefs  will  not  brook  delay. 
I'll  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  prefently.  [Exit. 

Som.  Coufin  oi Buckingham,  though  Humphry^  pride 
And  greatnefs  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us. 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal : 
Hisinfolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  befide : 
UGlo'pr  be  difplacM,  he'll  be  proteftor. 

B^ck.  Or  Somerfet,  or  I,  will  be  prote£lor, 
Defpight  Duke  Humphry,  or  the  Cardinal. 

\Ex.  Buckingham  ^jW Somerfet. 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment. 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  faw,  but  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'Jler 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman : 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal 
More  like  a  foldier,  than  a  man  o'th'  church. 
As  Ilout  and  proud  as  he  were  lord  of  all. 
Swear  like  a  rufiian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common- weal. 
JVarnx'ick  my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  houfe-keeping. 
Have  won  the  greateft  favour  of  the  commons. 
Excepting  none  but  good  Duke  Humphry, 
And  brother  Tork,  thy  ad\s  in  Ireland, 
jn  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline  j 
'J'hy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  o( France, 
When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  fovereign, 
Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honour'd  of  the  people. 
Join  we  together  for  the  publick  good, 
in  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefs 
The  pride  oi Suffolk,  and  the  Caidinal. 
With  Somerfet'' s  and  Buckingham'^  ambition  ; 
And,  as  we  may,  cheriih  Duke  Humphry  s  deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  larid, 

Jfar, 
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War.  So  God  help  Wamnjick,  as  he  loves  the  land. 
And  common  profit  of  his  country  I 

Tork.  And  fo  fays  Tork,  for  he  hath  greatcft  caufe. 

[AJide. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  hafte,  and  look  unto  the  main* 

War.  Unto  the  main  ?  Oh  father,  Maine  is  loft  j 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Wamvick  did  win. 
And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft  : 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant ;  but  I  meant  Maine, 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  flain. 

[Ex.  Warwick  and  Saliibury. 

SCENE     III. 

Manet  York. 
Tork.  Anj9u  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French  5 
Taris  is  loft  j  the  ftate  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone: 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles, 
The  peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter, 
I  cannot  blame  them  all,  what  is't  to  them  ? 
'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage. 
And  purchafe  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans. 
Still  revelling,  like  lords, 'till  all  be  gone: 
While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands. 
And  fhakes  his  head,  and  trembling  fbnds  aloof. 
While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away  ; 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  muft  fit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue. 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  fold. 
Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flefh  and  blood. 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burnt. 
Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon. 
AnJQu  2sA  Maine,  both  giv'n  unto  the  French  I 
Cold  news  for  me  :  for  I  had  Lope  of  France, 
Ev'n  as  I  have  of  ferti.e  Fngh  -ds  foil. 
A  day  will  come,  when  Tork  .nail  claim  his  own ; 
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And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Neviils^  parts. 

And  make  a  fhew  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphry; 

And,  when  I  fpy  advantage,  claim  the  Crown; 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  fcek  to  hit. 

Nor  Ihall  proud  Lancajier  ufurp  my  right, 

Nor  hold  the  fcepter  in  his  childifh  fid, 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whofe  church-like  humour  fits  not  for  a  Crown, 

Then,  York,  be  ftill  a  while,  'till  time  do  ferve  : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep. 

To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  Stare  ; 

*Till  Henry,  furfeiting  in  joys  of  love, 

With  his  new  bride,  and  England'%  dear-bought  Queen, 

And  Humphry  with  the  Peers  be  falFn  at  jars. 

Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  milk-white  Rofe, 

With  whofe  fweet  fraell  the  air  fhall  be  perfiim'd  > 

And  in  my  Standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 

To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancajier  ; 

And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  Crown, 

\^'hofe  bookifli  Rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  Aown. 

[Exit  York. 

SCENE     IV. 
Changes  to  the  Duke  of  GlouceflerV  Houfe, 

Enter  Duke  Humphry,  and  his  Wife  Eleanor. 
MJean.'y^\  THY  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen  d  corn 
W     Hanging  the  head  with  Ceres'  plenteous 
load  ? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphry  knit  his  brows. 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world  ? 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fixt  to  the  fullen  earth. 
Gazing  at  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  fight  ? 
What  feeft  thou  there?  King  Henry's  Diadem, 
Inchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  Gold : 
What !  is't  too  Ihort  ?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine. 
And,  huving  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 

We'll 
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We'll  both  together  lift  our  heaols  to  heaven': 

And  never  more  abafe  our  fight  io  low. 

As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glo.  O  Nell,  fweet  Nell,  if  thou  doft  love  thy  lord, 
Banifh  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  III 
Againft  my  Kinj  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  laft  Breathing  in  this  mortal  world ! 
My  troublous  dreams  this  night  do  make  me  fad. 

Elean.   What  dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  and  1*11  re- 
quite it 
With  fweet  rehearfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Methought,    this    Staff,   mine   office-badge   in 
Court, 
Was  broke  in  twain ;  by  whom  I  have  forgot ; 
Bjt,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  th'  Cardinal ; 
And,  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand, 
Were  plac'd  the  heads  of  Edmund  T>y3ike  of  Somer/et^ 
And  William  de  la  Pole  firft  Duke  oi  Suffolk. 
This  was  the  dream  j  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Elean.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument. 
That  he,  that  breaks  a  flick  of  Glower  s  grove. 
Shall  lofe  his  head  for  his  Prefumption. 
Bat  lift  to  me,  my  Humphry,  my  fweet  Duke  : 
Metnought,  I  fat  in  feat  of  MajefVy, 
In  the  Cathedral  church  of  Wefitninfter^ 
And*  in   that  Chair  where  Kings  and    Queens    were 

crown'd  ; 
Where  Henry  and  Margret  kneelM  to  me. 
And  on  my  head  did  {tt  the  Diadem. 

Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright : 
Prefumptuous  Dame,  ill-nurturd  Eleanor, 
Art  thou  not  fecond  woman  in  the  Realm, 
And  the  Proteftor's  wife,  belov'd  of  him  ? 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command. 
Above  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  thought  ? 
And  wilt  thou  flill  be  hammering  treachery. 
To  tumble  down  thy  hufband,  and  thyfelf, 
From  top  of  honour  to  difgracc's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Elenn,   What,  what!   my  lordi  are  you  fo  cholerick 

With 
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With  Eleanory  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 
Next  time,  Til  keep  my  dreams  unto  myfclf. 
And  not  becheck'd. 

do.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mejjr.  My  lord  Prote6lor,  'tis  his  Highncfs*  pleafure. 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  Albans, 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 
Glo.  I  go:  come,  AW/,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 

\^Exit  Gloucefler. 
Elean.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  1*11  follow  prefently. 
Follow  I  muft,  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Glojler  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  Man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks ; 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefs  necks. 
And  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 
To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John ;  nay,  fear  not,  man. 
We  are  alone  j  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 
Enter  Hume. 
Hume.  Jefus  preferve  your  Royal  Majefty! 
Elean.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Majefty  ?  I  am  but  Grace. 
Hume.  But  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume'^  advice. 
Your  Grace's  title  Ihall  be  multiply'd. 

Elena.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  man?  haft  thou  as  yet-€on- 
ferr'd 
With  Margery  Jordan,  the  cunning  witch  ; 
And  Roger  Bolingbrook  the  conjurer. 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume.  This  they  have  promifed,  to  fliew  your  High- 
nefs 
A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under-ground. 
That  fliall  make  anfwer  to  fuch  queftions. 
As  by  your  Grace  ftiall  be  propounded  him. 

Elean.  It  is  enough.  Til  think  upon  the  queftions  ; 
When  from  St.  Jlbans  we  do  make  return. 
We'll  fee  thofe  things  effeded  to  the  full. 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward ;  make  merry,  man, 

With 
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With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufe. 

[Exif  Eleanor. 
Hume.  Hume  mull  make  merry  with  the  Dutchefs' 
gold : 
Marry,  and  fliall ;  but  how  now.  Sir  Jof^n  Hume? 
Seal  up  your  lip?,  and  give  no  words,  but  mum  ! 
The  bufineffi  alketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold  to  bring  the  witch : 
Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  the  a  devil. 
Yet  have  I  gold  flies  from  another  coaft : 
I  dare  not  fay  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 
And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  oi Suffolk; 
Yet  I  do  find  it  fo :  for  to  be  plain. 
They  (knowing  Dame  Eleanor^  afpiring  humour) 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Dutchefsj 
And  buz  thefe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 
They  fay,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker ; 
Yet  am  I  Suffolk^,  and  the  Cardinal's,  broker. 
Humey  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  ihall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 
Well,  fo  it  fiands ;  and  thus  I  fear  at  laft, 
Hume\  knavery  will  be  the  Dutcheis'  wreck. 
And  her  Attainture  will  be  Humphry  s  Fall : 
Sort  how  it  will,  I  Ihall  have  gold  for  all.  [Exit. 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  an  /Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  three  or  four  Petitioners,  Peter  the  Armourer  s 
man  being  one. 

I  Pet.^^KI^'^  mailers,  let's  Hand  clofe ;  my  lord  Pro- 
J_\jL  tector  will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and 
then  we  may  deliver  our  fupplications  in  the  quill. 

2  Pet,  Marry,  the  Lord  proted  him,  for  he's  a  good 
man,  Jefu  blefs  him  ! 

Enter  Suffolk,  and  ^een. 

1  Pet.  Here  a' come?,  methinks,  and  the  Queen  with 
him  :  I'll  be  the  firll,  fure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
and  not  my  lord  ProteiSor, 

Suf, 
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Suf.  How  now,  fellow,  would'ft  any  thing  with 
me? 

I  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  mc ;  I  took  yc  for 
my  lord  Protedor. 

Q^Mar.  To  my  lord  ProteSior.  [reading]  Are  your 
fupplications  to  his  lordfhip  ?  let  me  fee  them ;  what  is 
thine  ? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againft  John 
Goodmafiy  my  lord  Cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my  houfc 
and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all  from  me. 

Suf.  Thy  wife  too?  that's  fome  wrong,  indeed. 
What's  yours?  what's  here?  [Reeds.']  Againji  the  Duke 
of  Suffolk,  for  incloftng  the  Cojnmons  of  Long  Meiford. 
How  now,  Sir  Knave  ? 

2  Pet.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  Townfhip. 

Suf  [reads.]  Againft  my  mafer^  Thomas  Horner, 
forfayingt  that  the  Duke  of  York  ^was  rightful  heir  to  the 
Cro-jun. 

Q^Mar.  What!  did  the  Duke  of  l^ork  fay,  he  was 
rightful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

Peter.  That  my  mailer  was?  no,  forfooth;  my  ma- 
fler  faid,  that  he  was ;  and  that  the  King  was  an  Ufur- 
pcr. 

Suf.  Who  is  there  ? Take  this  fellow  in,  and 

fend  for  his  Mailer  with  a  Purfulvant,  prefently ;  we'll 
hear  more  of  your  matter  before  the  King. 

[Exit  Peter  guarded, 

Q^Mar.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  proteded 
Under  the  wings  of  our  Protedor's  Grace. 
Begin  your  fuits  anew,  and  fac  to  him. 

[Tears  the  Supplications, 
Kyf2Ly,  bafe  cullions :  Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

Jll.  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Petitioners* 

Q^  Mar.   My  lord  of  Suffolk^  fay,  is  this  the  gaife  ? 
Is  this  the  fafhion  in  the  Court  of  England? 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  lile  ? 
And  this  the  royalty  oi  Albion  s  King? 
What !  Ihall  King  Henry  be  a  Pupil  ftill. 
Under  the  furly  Glo''j'iers  governance? 
Am  I  a  Queen  in  title  and  ia  iiyle, 

And 
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And  mud  be  made  a  Subjefl  to  a  Duke  ? 

I  tell  thee,  Pole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 

Thou  ran^ft  a-tilt  in  honour  of  my  love. 

And  ftoPft  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France 

I  thought.  King  Henry  had  refemblcd  thee 

In  courage,  courtfhip,  and  proportion  . 

But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holinefs. 

To  number  ^fve  Maries  on  his  beads ; 

His  champions  are  the  Prophets  and  Apoftles : 

His  weapons  holy  Saws  offacred  Writ; 

His  ftudy  is  his  tilt-yard  ;  and  his  loves 

Are  brazen  Images  of  canonized  Saints. 

I  would,   the  College  of  the  Cardinals 

Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

And  fet  t'he  triple  Crown  upon  his  head ; 

That  were  a  ftate  fit  for  his  holinefs ! 

Su/.  Madam,  be  patient;  as  I  was  the  caufe 

Your  Highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 
In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content. 

Q^Mar.    Befide  the    proud    Protcftor,     have    we 
Beauford 
Th'  imperious  Churchman ;  Somerfet,   Buckingham, 
And  grumbling  Tork  ;  and  not  the  leaft  of  thefe 
But  can  do  more  in  England,  than  the  King. 

Suf.  And  he  of  thefe,  that  can  do  moil  of  all. 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  tha.n  the  Ne'vills ; 
Salisbury  and  Warnvick  are  no  iimple  Peers. 

Q^  Mar,  Not  all  thefe  lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much. 
As  that  proud  Dame,  the  lord  Protedlor's  wife  : 
She  fwceps  it  through  the  Court  with  troops  of  ladies, 
More  like  an  Emprefs  than  Duke  Humphry^  wife. 
Strangers  in  Court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen  ; 
She  bears  a  Duke's  revenues  on  her  back. 
And  in  her  heart  fhe  fcorns  our  povcrtj-. 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous,  bafe-born,  Callot  as  (he  is. 
She  vaunted  'mongfl:  her  minions  t'other  day. 
The  very  train  of  her  worft  wearing  gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands  j 
'Till  Suffolk  gave  two  Dukedoms  for  his  daughter  f 
Suf.  Madam,  myfelf  have  lim'd  a  bufh  for  her, 

And 
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And  placM  a  quire  of  fuch  enticing  birds. 
That  (he  will  light  to  liften  to  their  lays ; 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  reft  ;  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me  ; 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this ; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  lords^ 
'Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgracc. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  Tork,  this  late  complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 
So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft ; 
And  you  yourfelf  ftiall  fteerthe  happy  Realm. 

SCENE     VI. 

To  them  entir  King  Henry,  Duke  Humphry,  Cardinal, 
Buckingham,  York,  Salifbury,  Warwick,  and  th4 
Dutchefs  of  Gloucefter. 

K.  Hemj.  For  my  part,   noble  Lords,   I  care  not 
which. 
Or  Somerfet^  or  Tork,  all's  one  to  me. 

Tork.  If  Tork  have  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France, 
Then  let  him  be  denyM  the  Regentfhip. 

Som.  If5o/»fr/^/ be  unworthy  of  the  Place, 
Let  Tork  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him.    " 

War.  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 
Difpute  not  that ;   Tork  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious  Warivick,  let  thy  Betters  fpeak. 

War.  The  Cardinal's  net  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck.  All  in  this  Prefence  are  thy  betters,  War-wick, 

War.  Warivick  may  live  to  be  the  beft  of  all . 

Sal.  Peace,  Son ;   and  fliew  fome  reafon,  Buckifrg" 
ham. 
Why  Somerfet  fliould  be  preferred  in  this. 

Q^Mar.  Becaufe  the  King,  forfooth,  will  have  it  fo. 

Glo.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
To  give  his  Cenfure :  thefe  are  no  woman's  matters. 

q!_  Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  Vr  hat  needs  your  Grace 
To  be  Protedlor  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  Proteftor  of  the  Realm, 
And,  at  his  Pleafure,  will  refign  my  Place. 

Sufr 
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Suf.  Reiign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolcnce. 
Since  thou  wert  King,  (as  who  is  King,  but  thou  ?) 
The  Common-wealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck. 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  feas. 
And  all  the  Peers,  and  Nobles  of  the  Realm, 
Have  been  as  bond-men  to  thy  fov'reignty. 

Car.  The  Commons  haft  thou  rack'd  i  the  Clergy's 
bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  buildings,  and  thy  wife's  at- 
tire. 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  publick  treafury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  offenders  hath  exceeded  law ; 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q.  Mar.  Thy  fale  of  pffices  and  towns  In  France, 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufped:  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

\_ExttG\o, 
Give  me  my  fan;  what,  minion?  can  ye  not  ? 

[She  gi'ves  the  Dutchefs  a  box  on  the  ear^ 
I  cry  you  mercy.  Madam  ;  was  it  you  ? 

Elean.  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French-'woman  : 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  fet  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  aunt,   be  quiet ;  *twas  againft  her 

will. 
Elean.  Againft  her  will,   good  King?  look  Co't  ia 
time. 
She'll  hamper  thee  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby : 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Mafter  wears  no  breeches^. 
She  ftiall  not  ftrike  Dame  Eleanor  unrevenged. 

[£;viV  Eleanor. 
Buck.  Lord  Cardinal,  I'll  follow  Eleanor, 
And  liften  after  Humphry y  how  he  proceeds  : 
She's  tickled  now,  her  fume  can  need  no  fpurs ; 
Sh  '11  gallop  faft  enough  to  her  deftru6lion. 

[Exit  Bucking' lam. 
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SCENE    VII. 

Re-enter  Duke  Humphry. 

Glo.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blowa 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  objeftions, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  law. 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  foul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  King  and  Countr>' ! 
But  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 
I  fay,  my  Sovereign,  Tork  is  meeteft  man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  P^ealm  of  France. 

Suf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  Ihew  fome  reafon  of  no  little  force, 
That  Tork  is  moll  unmeet  of  any  man. 

^  Tork.  I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet : 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride ; 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here 
Without  difcharge,  money  or  furniture, 
'Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 
Laft  time,  I  danc'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
'Till  Paris  was  befieg'd,  familh'd  and  loll. 

War.  That  I  can  witnefs,  and  a  fouler  fa£l 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,  head-llrong  U^ar^ick. 

War.  Image  of  pride,   why  fhould  I  hold  my  peace  ? 

Enter  Horner  the  Armourer^  and  his  Man  Peter, 

guarded, 

Suf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accused  of  treafon  : 
Pray  God,  the  Duke  of  Tork  excufe  himfelf ! 

Tork.  Doth  any  one  accufe  Tork  for  a  traitor? 

K.  Henry.    What  mean' 11  thou,   Suffolk?   tell   me, 
what  are  thefe  ? 

Suf   Pleafe  it  your  Majelly,  this  is  the  man, 
That  doth  accufe  his  mailer  of  high  treafon  : 
His  words  were  thefe  ;  "  that  Richard  Duke  of  Tork 
"  Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  £nglijh  Crown  j 

**  And 
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"  And  that  your  Majefty  was  an  ufurper. 

K.   Henry.   Say,  man ;  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 

Jrm.  An't  fhall  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  never  faid  nor 
thought  any  fuch  matter :  God  is  my  witnefs,  I  am  falflf 
accused  by  the  villain. 

Pet.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  lord,  he  did  fpeak  them 
to  me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were  fcow'ring  my 
lord  of  Tork^s  armour. 

TorJi.  Bafe  dunghil  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  fpeech  : 
I  do  befeech  your  royal  Majeily, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  Law. 

Jrm.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  fpake  the 
words.  My  accufer  is  my  prentice,  and  when  I  did 
corrcd  him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon 
his  knees  he  would  be  even  with  me.  I  have  good  wit- 
nefs of  this ;  therefore,  I  befeech  your  Majefty  do  not 
call  away  an  honeft  man  for  a  villain's  accufation. 

K.  Henry.   Uncle,  what  fhall  we  fay  to  this  in  Law  ? 

G/o.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge : 
Let  SoMer/et  be  Regent  o'er  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  Tork  this  breeds  fufpicion. 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  fmgle  Combat  in  convenient  place ; 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice. 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  Duke  Humphry's  doom; 

K.  Henry,  Then  be  it  fo  :  My  Lord  of  Somer/ef, 
We  make  your  Grace  Regent  over  the  French. 

Som,  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  Majefty. 

Arm.  And  I  accept  the  Combat  willingly. 

Feter.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight ;  for  God*s  fake 
pity  my  cafe  ;  the  fpight  of  Man  prevaileth  againft  me; 
O  lord,  have  mercy  upon  me  !  I  fhall  never  be  able  to 
fight  a  blow  :  O  lord,  my  heart  I 

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  fight,  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Awa.y  with  them  to  prifon  ;  and  the  day 
of  Combat  fhall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  month.  Come, 
Somerfet,  we'll  fee  thee  fent  away.     {Fhurijh,   Exeunt. 
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SCENE     VIII. 
7he  Witch's  Ca^vf. 

Infer  Mother  Jordan,   Hume,    Southwel,    and 
Bolingbrook. 

Hume.  f^OME,   my  mailers ;  the  Dutchefs,    I  tell 
V^^  you,  expeds  performance  of  your  promifes. 

Baling.  Mafter  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided: 
will  her  ladyfhip  behold  and  hear  our  exorcifms  ? 

Hume.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  fear  not  her  courage. 

Baling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of 
an  invincible  fpirit ;  but  it  fhall  be  convenient,  Mailer 
Hume,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  b«fy  below; 
and  fo  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us. 
\_Exit  Hume.]  Mother  Jordan,  be  prollrate  ani  grovel 
on  the  earth  J  John  Southwel,  read  you,  and  let  us  to 
our  work. 

Enter  Eleanor,  aho-ve. 

Elean.  Well  faid,  my  mailers,  and  welcome  to  all : 
to  this  geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Baling.  Patience,  good  lady :    wizards   know  their 
times. 
^  Deep  night,  dark  night,  thefilent  of  the  night. 
The  time  of  night  when  T^roy  v/as  fet  on  fire. 
The  time,  when  fcreech-owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs  howl ; 
When  fpirits  walk,  and  ghofts  break  up  their  graves  -, 
That  time  bell  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not;  whom  we  raife. 
We  will  make  fall  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

5  Deep  nighty  dark  night ,  the  filent  of  the  night.]  The  Jtlent  ef 
the  night  is  a  claflical  exprcflion  ;  »nd  means  an  interlunar  night.— 
Amiea  Jtlentia  Luna^  So  P//ny,  Inter  omnez  vert  con-venit,  utiliffi- 
mi  ia  (oitu  ejui  Jierni ,  quern  diem  alii  interlunii,  alii  Clentis  Lan^e  ap' 
pellant.  Lib.  xvi.  cap.  39 .    In  imitation  of  this  language,  Milten 

Ihe  Sun  to  me  is  dark 
j4ttd  filent  as  the  Moch, 
When  p^e  defcrti  the  mighty 
Uidin  her  vacant  interluaar  Csirc, 

[Here 
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[Here  they  perform  the  Ceremonies,  and  make  the  cir- 
cle', Bolingbrook  or  Southwel  reads,  Conjuro  te, 
i^c.  It  thunders  and  lightens  terribly,  then  the 
Spirit  rifeth. 

Spirit.  Adfum. 

M.  Jord.  Afmuthy  by  the  eternal  God,  whofe  name 
And  power  thou  trembleft  at,  tell  what  I  ?.lk ; 
For  'till  thou  fpeak,  thou  ihalt  not  pafs  from  hence. 
Spirit.  Aflc  what  thou  wilt— —That  I  had  faid,  and 

done! 
Boling.  Firft,  of  the  King :  What  Ihall  of  him  be- 
come ? 
Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  fhall  depofe  : 
But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

\_As  the  Spirit  /peaks,  they  <write  the  anfwer. 
Boling.  Tell   me,   what   fates    await   the  Duke  of 

Sufolk? 
Spirit.  By  Water  Ihall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 
Boling.  What  Ihall  befal  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  P 
Spirit.  Let  him  (hun  Caftles, 
Safer  Ihall  he  be  on  the  fandy  plains. 
Than  where  Caftles  mounted  fland. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Baling.  Defcend  to  darknefs,  and  the  burning  lake : 
Falfc  fiend,  avoid  ! 

[Thunder  and  Lightning.     Spirit  defcends. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
n^)ith  their  Guard,  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  traitors,  and  their  trafh: 
Beldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. 
What,  Madam,  are  you  there  ?  the  King  and  Realm 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains ; 
My  lord  Protestor  will,  I  doubt  it  not. 
See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England'' %  King, 
Injurious  Duke,  thatthreat'ft  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all :    What  call  you 
this? 
Away  with  them,  let  them  be  clapM  up  clofe. 
And  kept  apart.     You,  Madam,  ihall  with  us. 

Stafford, 
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Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. 

We'll  fee  your  Trinkets  here  forth-coming  all. 

[Exsufit  Guards  ivith  Jordan,  Southwel,  £5V. 
Terk,  ^  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch'd 

her  well ; 
A  pretty  Plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon. 
Now,  pray  my  lord,  let's  fee  the  devil's  Writ. 
What  have  we  here  ?  [Reads, 

^he  Duke  yet  li'ves,  that  VLemy  Jhail  depofe  ; 
^ut  him  out-li<ve,  and  die  a  ^violent  death. 
Why,  this  is  jull,  Jio  te,  jEacida,  Romanos  vine  ere  poffe. 
Well,  to  the  reft : 

Tell  me,  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk? 
By  nKater  Jhall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 
What  fhall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  ? 
Let  himjhun  Cajlles, 

Safer  Jh all  he  he  on  the  fandy  plains ^  ' 

Than  nvhere  cajlles  mounted Jiand, 
Come,  come,  my  lords ; 
Thefe  Oracles  are  (a)  hardily  attaln'd. 
And  hardly  underflcod. 

The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  tow'rds  St.  Allans ; 
With  hun,  the  hufband  of  this  lovely  lady  : 
Thither  go  thefe  news,  as  fall  as  horfe  can  carry  them ; 
A  forry  breakfafl  for  my  lord  Protedlor, 

Buck,  Your  Grace  fliall  give  me  leave,  my  lord  of 

Torky 
To  be  the  Poll,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

Tork.  At  your  pleafure,  my  good  lord. 
Who's  within  there,  ho  ? 

Enter  a  Ser'ving-man. 
Invite  my  lords  oi  Salijhury  and  Warnjcick, 
To  fup  with  me  to  morrow  night.     Away !       {Exeunt, 

6  Z-en^ Buckingham,  methinks,  lee]  This  repetitior  of  the  pro- 
phefies,  which  is  altogether  unneceffary,  after  what  the  fpeftators 
had  heard  in  the  Scene  immediately  preceding,  is  not  to  be  found  in 
the  firft  edition  of  this  play.  M-.  Pc^^. 

[  faj  hardily.  Mr.  rbeeh/d.—Vulz-  hardly. 

Act 
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A  C  T    II.        S  G  E  N  E    I. 

At  St.  Albans. 

Enter  King  Henry,  ^een,   Proteaor,   Cardinal,    and 

Suffolk,  luith  Faulconers  hallooing. 
Q^Ml^r.TD  Elieve  nie,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 

X3  i  ^aw  not  better  fport  thefe  feven  years' 
day; 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high. 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry,  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  Faulcon 
made. 
And  what  a  pitch  fhe  flew  above  the  reft  : 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works ! 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  Majelly, 
My  lord  Protector's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well ; 
They  know,  their  Mailer  loves  to  be  aloft. 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  Faulcon's  pitch. 

Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind. 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car.  J  thought  as  much,  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that? 
Were  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  fly  to  heav'n  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  treafury  of  everlalting  joy  I 

Car.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth,  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Bent  on  a  Crown,  the  treafure  of  thy  heart : 
Pernicious  Protedlor,  dangerous  Peer, 
That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  Common-weal ! 

Glo.  What,  Cardinal !  Is  your  priefthood  grown  fo 
peremptory  ?  Tantcene  animis  Ccelejiibus  irts  ? 
Churchmen  fo  hot  ?  good  uncle,  hide  fuch  malice. 
7  With  fuch  Holineis  can  you  not  do  it  ? 

^uf.  No  malice.  Sir,  no  more  than  well  becomes. 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 

7  iVitbjuch  HrJinefs  an  ycu  do  it  ?]  Do  what  ?  The  vcrfe  wants 
a  foot,   we  fhould  rfad, 

l^  it  b  fuch  H-Jinefi  can  you  not  ^9  it? 
Spoken  ironically.    By  hoJiaci's  he  means  hypocr.fy  :  and  fays,  hare 
yoa  not  hypocriiy  enougn  to  hiUe  your  maiicc? 

GV*. 
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Glo.   As  who,  my  lord  ? 

Suf.  Why,  as  yourfelf,  my  lord  ; 
/n't  like  your  lordly,  lord  Protedorfhip. 

Glo.   Why,  Suffolk  J  England  knows  thine  infolcncc, 

Q^Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Glo^Jier. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  peace,  good  Queen ; 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  too  too  furious  Peers, 
for  blcffed  are  the  peace-makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  bleffed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Againft  this  proud  Protedlor,  with  my  fword! 

Glo.  Faith,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere  come  to-\ 
that. 

Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft. 

Glo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the 

matter,  ^Jfide 

In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufe. 

Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep :  and, 
if  thou  dar'ft. 
This  Ev'ning  on  the  eaftfide  of  the  grove.         J 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

Car.  Believe  me,  coufm  Glo^Jiery 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  fo  fuddenly. 

We'd  had  more  fport Come  with  thy  two-hand 

fword .  \_Aftde  to  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  you  advis'd  ? — The  eaft  Ude  of  the  Grove  ? 

Glo.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  \_Afide. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Glo''fier  ? 

Glo.  Talking  of  hawking ;  nothing  clfe,  my  lord. — 
Kow,  by  God's  mother,  Prieft,  I'll  ftiave  your  crown 

for  this. 
Or  all  my  Fence  fhall  fail.  \^JJide, 

Car.  tj/ide.]  Medice,  teipfum. 
Protedlor,  fee  to't  well,  protedl  yourfelf. 

K.  Henry.  The  winds  grow  high,  fo  do  your  fto- 
machs,  lords. 
How  irkfome  is  this  mufick  to  my  heart  ? 
When  fuch  ftrings  jar,  what  hopes  of  harmony? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    IL 

"Etiter  Oncy  crying,  A  Miracle! 

Clo.  What  means  this  noife? 
Fellow,  v/hat  miracle  doft  thou  proclaim  ? 

One.  A  miracle,  a  miracle  ! 

^«/:   Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  St.  Jlbatis  ihrine. 
Within  this  half  hour  hath  received  his  fight ; 
A  man,  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before, 

K.  Henry.  Now  Godbe  prais'd,  that  to  believing  fouls 
Gives  light  in  darknefs,  comfort  in  defpair  ! 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  St.  Albans,  and  his  brethren,  bear  in, 
bimpcox  bet-xveen  t^jjo  in  n  chair,  SimpcoxV  ac/Vt 
jolloiving,  '' 

Car.  Here  come  the  tovvnfmen  on  proceiTion, 
Be^re  your  Highnefs  to  prefent  the  man. 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale. 
Though  by  his  fight  his  fin  be  multiply'd. 

Glo    Stand  by,  my  mailers,  bring  him  near  the  Kin?, 
His  Highnefs  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K,  Henry    Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
VT  ^'^'  '  ^^^  S^^J-ify  the  Lord. 

What,  hail  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reHorM  ? 

Si7np.  Born  blind,  au't  pleafe  your  Grace, 

Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

Suf.  What  vv'oman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worihin 

Glo.  Had'il  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couldil  have 
oelter  told. 

K.  Henry.  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simp^  At  Be^-^.,ick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  Grace. 

X.  Henry.  Poor  Soul !    God's  goodnefs  hath    been 
great  to  thee  : 
Let  never  day  or  night  unhallowed  raA 
i3ut  fall  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  don-. 

^ueen.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cam'ft  thou  here  by 
chance,  ^ 

Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  ihrine  ? 

VfiL.  V.  '         r  c-  . 
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Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion ;  being  calPd 
A  hundred  times  and  oftner,  in  my  deep, 
By  good  Saint  Alhan;  who  faid,  Simpcox,  come  ; 
Come,  offer  at  my  fnrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Moll  true,  forfooth  ;  and  many  a  time  and  oft 
Myi'elf  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  fo. 

Car.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  ! 

Siif.  How  cam'fl  thou  fo  ? 

Si7np.  A  fall  off  a  tree. 

Wife.  A  plum-tree,  mailer. 

G/o.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  ? 

Si7/!p.  O,  born  fo,  m.after. 

G/o.  What,  and  v/culd'ft  climb  a  tree? 

Simp.  But  once  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear. 

G/o.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  plums  well,  that  would'ft  ven- 
ture fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  Sir,  my  wife  defir'd  fome  damfons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

G/o.  A  fubtle  knave !  but  yet  it  ftial'  not  ferve  : 
Let's  fee  thine  eyes ;  wink  now,  now  open  them  ; 
In  my  opinion,  yet,  thou  fee'ft  not  well. 

Simp.  Yes,  matter,  clear  as  day;  I  thank  God  and 
Saint  Alban, 

G/o.  Say'ft  thou  me  io  ?  what  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 

Simp.   Red,  mailer,  red  as  b'ood. 

G/o.  Why,  that's  well  faid  :  what  colour  is  my  gown 


ot 
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^/w/).  Black,  forfccth,  coal-black,  as  jet.  ^    • 

K.  Henry.   Why  then  thou  know'ft  what  colour  jet 

of? 

Sif.  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  fee. 

G/o.  But  cloaiss  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a  man/. 

Wife.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 

G/g.  I  eU  me.  Sirrah,  what's  iny  name  ? 

Simp.  Alas,  mafler,  I  know  not. 

C/o.  \Vhat*s  his  name  ? 

Simp.  I  know  not. 

G/s.  Nor  his  ? 

Siryp.  No,  indeed,  mafler. 
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do.  What's  thine  own  name  ? 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  if  it  pleafe  you,  mafler. 

Glo.  Satmder,  fit  there,  the  lying'ft  knave  in  Chrillen- 
dom. 
If  thou  hadft  been  born  blind. 
Thou  might'ft  as  well  know  all  onr  names,  as  thus 
To  name  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diftinguifh  colours  : 
But  fuddenly  to  nominate  them  all. 
It  is  impoffible. 

My  Lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle  : 
Would  ye  not  think  that  Cunning  to  be  great. 
That  could  reftore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  ? 

Simp:   O  mafter,  that  you  could  I 

Glo.  My  mailers  of  Saint  Albans, 
Have  you  not  beadles  in  your  town. 
And  things  call'd  whips  ? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace." 

Glo.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 

Mayor.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  flraight. ' 

\_Exit  Mejfenger. 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  flool  hither.  Now,  Sirrah,  if 
you  mean  to  fave  yourfelf  from  whipping,  leap  me  over 
this  ftool,  and  run  away, 

Simp.  Alas,  mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  fland alone:  you 
go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle  ^ith  Whips. 

Glo.  Well,  Sir,  we  mull:  have  you  find  your  legs.  Sir- 
rah, beadle,  whip  him  'till  he  leap  over  that  fame  ftool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord,  Come  on.  Sirrah,  oiFwith 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  mailer,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able 
to  iland. 

[After  the  leadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leafs  o^vtr  the 
fiool  and  runs  a-ivay  ;  and  they  follo'w  and  cry,  A 
miracle ! 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  feeft  thou  this,    and  bear'il  fo 

long  f 
^een.  It  made  me  laugh  to  fee  the  vH'ain  run. 
Glo.  Follow  the  knave,  and  take  this  drab  away. 

C  2  Wifet 
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Wife.   Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Qto.   Let  them  be  vvhipt  through  every  market  town, 
'till  they  come  to  Berv.-ick,  from  Vvhence  they  came. 

\_Exit  Beadle  tvith  the  Woman. 

Car,  Duke  Humphry  has  done  a  miracle  to  day. 

Suf.   True ;  made  the  Jame  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

Glo,  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made  in  a  day,  rny  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 

SCENE     III. 

E titer  Buckingham. 

K.  Henry.  What  tidings  with  our  coufm  Buckingham  P 

Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  trem.ble  to  unfold ; 
A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  'ewdly  bent. 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor.,  the  Proted>or's  wife, 
(The  ring-leader  and  head  of  all  this  rout) 
Have  praftis'd  dangeroufly  againll  your  ftate  ; 
Dealing  wirh  witches  and  with  conjurers. 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fadl, 
Raifing  up  wicked  Spirits  from  under  ground ; 
Demanding  of  King  Henry  s  life  and  death. 
And  other  of  your  Highnefs'  priv}'--council, 
As  more  at  large  your  Grace  fhall  underlland. 

Car.  And  fo,  my  lord  Protedlor,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forth  coming,  yet  at  London, 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  turn'd  your  weapon's  edge. 
'Tis  like,  my  lord^  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

l^Jide  to  G'o'fler. 

Gio,  Ambitious  Church-man !  leave  t'afflifl  my  heart ! 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanq^uiih'd  all  m.y  powers  j 
And  vanquilh'd  as  I  am,  I  yicid  to  thee. 
Or  to  the  meanefr  groom. 

K.Henry.  O  God,  whatmifchiefs  work  the  wicked  ones. 
Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  heads  thereby  ! 

^iieen.  GlG''Jler,  fti^  here  the  tainture  of  thy  nell. 
And  look,  thyfelf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  beft. 

Glo.   Madam,  for  myfelf,  to  heav'n  1  do  appeal. 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  King  and  common-weal : 
And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  fiands^ 

Sony 
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Sorry  am  I  to  hear  what  I  have  heard ; 
Nob;e  (he  i^ ;  bu^  iffhe  have  forgot 
Honour  and  Virta^,  ^ni  convers'd  with  fueh  ■ 
As,  like  to  ^itch,  defie  Nobility;' 
I  banliii  her  mv  htd  and  company  : 
And  give  her  as  a  prey  to  law  and  fhame, 
That  hath  dilhonour'd  Glo'/ler^  honell  name. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  for  this  night  we  will  repofe  us  here  5 
To  morrow  toward  London  back  again. 
To  look  into  this  buhnefs  thoroughly. 
And  call  thefe  foul  offenders  to  their  anfwers  ; 
And  poife  the  Caufe  in  Juftice'  equal  fcales, 
Whofc  beam  Hands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevailsf. 

\fhurifh,      E^teunt*- 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 
Changes  to  the  Duke  of  YorWs  Palace. 

"Enter  York,  Salifkiry,  ^nd  Warwick. 

Tork.  '^^T  O  W,  my  good  lords  of  Zalijbury  and  Wa'^ 

X^\  n.vicky 

Our  fimple  fupper  ended,  give  me  leave. 
In  this  clofewalk  to  fatisfy  myfelf ; 
In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  Title, 
Which  is  infallible,  to  England^  Crown. 

$al.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 

War^.  Sweet  Tory^,  begin  ;  and  if  thy  Claim  be  good. 
The  Nenjills  are  thy  fubjeds  to  command. 

Tork.  Then  thus : 
Edivard  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  feven  fons : 
The  firfl,  Ed-zvard  ihe  black  Prince,  Prince  of /^'^Avi 
The  (econd,.  PFi/liam  of  Hatfeldi  and  the  third, 
Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence  -,  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancajier  ; 
The  fifth,  was  Edmond  Lang  ley,  Duke  o(  Tork  i 
The  fixth,  was  Thomas  of  IVoodpck,  Duke  of  GloUhr  > 
William  of  Wind/or  was  the  feventh  and  laft. 
i:^w^r// the  black  Prince  dy'd  before  his  father. 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fon. 
Who,  after  £^i^'^;V  the  Third^s  death,  reign' d  Kin^; 
C  3  'Tifl 
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Till  Henry  BoUnghroke^  Duke  of  Lancajier^ 
The  eldefl  Ion  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
SeizM  on  the  realm  ;  depos'd  the  rightful  King  j 
Sent  liis  poor  Qiieen  to  France  from  whence  fhe  came. 
And  him  to  Pom/ret ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
Harmlefs  King  Richard  trait'roufly  was  murtherM. 

War.  Father,  the  Duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 
Thus  got  the  houfe  of  La?icafier  the  Crov/n. 

Tork.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by  right  j 
For  Richard,  the  firfl  fon's  heir  being  dead, 
The  Iffae  of  the  next  fon  fhould  have  reign'd. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  dy'd  without  an  heir. 

Tork.  The  third  fen,  Duke  of  Clarence,  from  whofe 
Line 
I  claim  the  Crown,  had  iiTue  Philip,  a  daughter. 
Who  married  Edmcnd  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March, 
Edmond  had  iiTue,   Roger  Earl  of  March  : 
Roger  had  iffue,  Edmond,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal.  This  Edmond,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  Claim  unto  the  Crown ; 
And,  but  for  Ov:en  Glendour,  had  been  King  x. 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity, 'till  he  dy'd. 
But,  to  the  reil — - 

York    His  eldert  filler,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  Crown, 
Married  Richard  Ec>,r\  of  Ca?nhridge, 
Who  was  the  fon  to  Edmond  Langley, 

Edivard t\\cT\i^xGi'^  fifth  fon.-— -^ 

By  her  I  claim  tlie  Kingdom  ;  flie  was  heir 
To  Roger  Earl  of  March,  who  was  the  fon 
Of  Edmond  Mortitner,  who  married  Philip, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence. 
So,  if  the  iflue  of  the  elder  fon 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  King. 

War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this  t 
Henry  doth  claim  the  Crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  fon  ;  Tork  here  claims  it  from  the  third. 
'Till  Lionels  iiTue  fail,  his  fhould  not  reign  i 
It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourifheth  in  thee 
And  in  thy  fens,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  ftock. 

^  ^  Then^ 
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Then,  father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together. 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firfl. 
That  fhall  faiute  our  rightfal  Sovereign 
With  honour  of  his  birth-right  to  the  Crown. 

Both.  Long  live  our  Sovereign  Richard,    England's 
Kingf 

Tork.   We  thank  you,  lords :  but  I  am  not  yourKing, 
*Tiil  I  be  crown'd ;  and  that  my  fword  be  llain'd 
With  heart-blood  of  theHoafe  o^  Lancajler : 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'd, 
But  with  advice  and  filent  fecrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dangerous  days. 
Wink  at  the  Duke  oi  SuJ^olk\  Infolence, 
At  Beaufords  Pride,  at  So?nerfet''s  Ambition, 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them  ; 
'Till  tlicy  have  fnar'd  the  ''i  epherd  of  the  flocft. 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Du'-e  Humphry  : 
'Tis  That  they  feek  ;  and  they  m  feeking  That 
Shall  feek  their  deaths,  if  Tork  cm  proDnefie. 

Sal.  My  lord,    here  break  we  oft  ;  we  know  you?" 
mind. 

War.  My  heart  alTures  m.e,   that  the  Earl  of  ?Fkr« 
ivick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  Tork  a  King. 

Tork.   And,  Ne-'vil,  thi-  I  do  affure  my  :eif : 
Richard  fhall  live  to  ;nake  the  Earl  of  J-Farivick 
The  greateit  man  in  England,  but  the  King.     [^Exeunfp 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  a  Uouje  near  to  Smithfield. 

found  Trumpets.  Enter  Kitig  a^nrf  and  Nobles',  the 
D  lit  chefs,  Mother  Jordan,  South  wel,  Hume,  and 
Bolingbrook,   under  guard. 

K.H^;/rj.QTAND  forth.  Dame  Eleanor  Cohham'^^ 

O  Ghyer'i  wife. 

In  fight  of  God  and  us  your  guilt  is  great ; 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  lav/  for  fins. 
Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudged  to  death. 
Yoa  four  from  hence  to  prifon,  back  agziin  j 

C  4  FroiTs 
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From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution  ; 
The  Witch  in  Smithfield  '^tW  be  burn'd  to  afhes; 
;^nd  you  three  fliall  be  ilrangled  on  the  gallows. 
You,  Madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 
Shal!  after  three  days  open  Penance  done. 
Live  in  your  Country  here,  in  Banifhment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley  in  the  Ifle  of  Man. 

Elean.  Welcome  is  exile,  welcome  were  my  death. 

GIq.   The  law,  thou  feeft,  hath  judgM  thee,  Eleanor  ; 
I  cannot  juftifie,  whom  law  condemns. 

!  Exeunt  Eleanor,  and  the  others,  guarded. 
Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah,  Humphry!  this  diHionour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground. 
J  befeech  your  M? jelly,  give  me  leave  to  go  ; 
Sorrow  would  Solace,  and  my  cge  v/ould  Eafe. 

K.Henry.  Stay  Humphry,  Duke  of  G/o'/er  }  ere  thou 

go, 
Give  up  thy  ftaff ;  Hef:yy  will  to  himfelf 
Prote6lor  be,  and  God  fhi'l  be  my  hope. 
My  (lay,  my  guide,  and  lanthorn  to  my  feet. 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphry,  no  lefs  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wert  Protefior  to  thy  King. 

Q^  Mar.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  proteded  like  a  child  : 
God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  realm  : 
Give  up  your  ftafF,  Sir,  and  the  King  his  realm. 

G/o.  My  ftafF?  here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  llafF: 
A*  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign. 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine  ; 
And  even  as  vv^illing  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it. 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 
Farewel,  good  King  ;  when  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Mav  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne. 

[Exit  Glo'fler. 

Q^Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  King,  and  Margret 
Queen. 
And  Humphry,  Duke  of  Glo'jter,  fcarce  himfelf, 
That  bears  fo  Ihrewd  a  maim ;  two  pulls  at  once  j 
His  lady  banifh'd,  and  a  limb  lopt  off : 

This 
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This  flaif  of  honour  raught,  there  let  it  ftand. 
Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry\  hand. 

Suf.  Thus  droops   this  lofty  pine,   and  hangs   his 
fprayes  \ 
Thus  EIfanor\  pride  dies  in  her  younger  days. 

Tork.  Lords,  let  him  go,     Pleafe  it  your  Majelly, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat. 
And  ready  are  th'  appellant  and  defendant. 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lifts. 
So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

Q^  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd. 

iC.  Henry.  A'God's  name,  fee  the  liib  and  all  thing*, 
fit; 
Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  guard  the  right  f 

York.  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  beiiead. 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  th'  appellant  ? 
The  lervant  of  the  armourer,  my  lords. 

SCENE     VL 

Enter  at  one  door  the  armourer  and  his  neighhsurs^  drink- 
ing to  him  fo  much,  that  he  is  drunk  ;  and  he  enter. ^ 
nvith  a  drum  before  him^  and  his  Jiaff  7  rivith  a  fand- 
hag  faftned  to  it ;  and  at  the  other  door  his  man,  ivith 
a  drum  and fand-hag,  and  -prentices  drinking  to  him, 

1  ^eigh.  Here,  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  yoa  in 
acupoffack;  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  fhall  do 
v/ell  enough. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  ^  a  cup  of 
charneco, 

7  with  a  ^zn^-hzg  fajined  to  ;>.]  As,  according  to  the  old  laws 
ef  duels,  Knights  were  to  fight  With  the  liince  and  fwcrd  ;  fo  thofe 
of  inferior  rank  fought  with  an  Ebcn  ftaff  or  battocn,  to  the  farther 
end  of  which  was  fix'd  ?.  bag  cram'd  hard  with  fand.  To  this  cuf- 
torn  Hudihras  has  alluded  in  thefe  humcuroua  lines. 

Engag''d  iv-th  money  bay,   as  bold 
Ai  meniuith  Sand-bags  oid  of  old. 

8  tffM/»o/- charneco.]  Cr.  which  the  Ox /crr(^^^/V or  thus  criticifes,- 
jn  his  index.  Thisfeerm  to  hcve  been  a  ccn'  Tvcrd  for  {ome ftrang  liquor, 
nxbicb  was  apt  to  bring  drunken  fel/oivs  to  the  Jiocks,  fince  in  Spanijk 
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3  Nejgh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer, 
neighboar ;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Jrm.  Let  it  come,  i'faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all ; 
and  a  fig  for  Peter. 

1  Prefi.  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee,  and  be  not 
afraid. 

2  Pre^:.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  mailer  ; 
fight  for  the  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all ;  drink  and  pray  for  me,  I 
pray  you  ;  for,  I  think,  I  have  taken  my  laft  draught 
in  this  world.  Here,  Robin  :  if  I  die,  I  give  thee  my 
apron ;  and,  PFi//,  thou  flialt  have  my  hammer ;  and 
he  e,  Tom,  take  all  the  money  that  I  have.  O  Lord, 
blefs  me  1  pray  God  ;  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with, 
my  mailer,  he  hath  learn'd  fo  much  fence  already. 

SaL  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows- 
Sirrah,  what'5  thy  name? 

Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 

Sal.  Peter  F  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thianp?  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  mailer  well. 

Jrm.  Mafters,  1  am  come  hither  as  it  were  upon  my 
man's  infligation,  to  prove  him  a  knave  and  my  felf  an 
honeil  man :  and  touching  the  Duke  of  York,  I  will  take 
my  death  I  never  meant  hirn  any  ill,  nor  the  King,  nor 
the  Queen ;  and  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a 
downright  blow,  9  as  Bevis  of  Southampton  fell  upon 
Afcapart. 

York. 

Charniegos  h  a  term  ufed  fir  the  ficcks.  It  was  no  cant  word,  but  a 
common  name  for  a  fort  of  fweet  wine,  as  appears  from  a  paiTage  in  a 
pamphlet,  intitled.  The  difcot-ery  cfa  LondcnMcnfter,  called  tbe  black 
dog  of  Ncivgati,  printed  j6iz.  Some  drinking  the  r.eat  nuine  of  Ov~ 
leance,  fame  the  Gajcony,  fame  fi^  Bourdeaux.  Tbere  icanted  nsither 
iherry,  fack  nor  charneco,  maligo  nor  amber-colcurd  candy,  nor  li- 
euoriJJo  ipocras,  irczvn  beloved  baftard,  fat  aligant,  or  any  quick-fpirit- 
ed  liquor — —  And  as  c^ar«^ca  is,  in  Spanijh,  the  name  of  a  kind  of 
turpentira  tree,  I  imagine  the  growth  of  it  was  in  fome  diftridl  a- 
bounding  with  that  tree ;  or  that  it  had  its  name  from  a  certain 
flavour  refsmbling  it. 

9  izsBevis  o/Southamptooyi'//«/'*«  Afbapait.j  I  have  added  this 
from  the  old  oLuarto, 
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TorL  Difpatch:  this  knave's  tongue  begins  todouble. 
Sound  trumpets ;  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

\T^hey  fight,  and  ? ettr fiytkes  him  dovjf:^' 

Arm.  Hold,  Feter,  hold;  Iconfefs,  Iconfefa  trealon. 

'   \Pia. 

York.  Take  away  his  weapon :  fellow,   thank  God, - 
and  the  good  wine  in  thy  mailer's  way. 

Peter.  O  God,  h?.ve  I  overcome  mine  enemyin  tluV 
prefence  ? 
O  Peter,  thou  haft  prevailed  in  right. 

K.  Henry.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  Our  fighe^ 
*  For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 
And  God  in  juftice  hath  reveaPd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow. 
Which  he  had  thought  to  murder  wrongfully. 
Gome,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward*  [_Exewi^ 

SCENE     VIL 

ng  sr RE E r. 

Enter  Duke  Humphry  and  his  Men,  in  Mourning  Chaksl 

G/i^.'TpHUS    fometimes  hath  the  brighteft  day  a 

J^  cloud ; 

And,  after  dimmer,  evermore  fucceeds 
The  barren  winter  with  his  nipping  cold  \ 
^  So  <^ares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fleet. 
Sirs,  what's  a-clock  ? 

Sera).  Ten,  my  Lord, 

Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me^. 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punifh'd  Dutchefs  ; 
5  Unneath  may  Ihe  endure  the  flinty  flreets. 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  a-brook 
The  abjedl  people  gazing  on  thy  face, 

1  For  by  his  death death,  for  defeat.     Beraufe  by  the  iawa 

df  duel  he  that  was  defeated  was  executed  in  coiifequence  of  it. 

2  So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fict.l  I  imagine  Skahefpea)' 
Blight  write. 

So  cares  and  joys  go  roun'l«- 

3  Ufiseatb.]  i.  e.  fcarcelv,  Mr,  Fjf>e. 

Witk 
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With  envious  looks  Hill  laughing  at  thy  fhame  ; 
That  er(l  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot-wheels, 
When  thou  did'll  ride  in  triumph  thro'  the  ftreets. 
But  foft !  I  think,  llie  comes ;  and  Til  prepare 
My  tear  ftain'd  eyes  to  fee  her  miferies. 

Enter  the  Dutchefs  in  a  <white  Sheets  and  a  Taper  hum- 
ing  in  her  handy  njoith  Sir  Jolin  Stanley,  a  SheriJ^ 
and  Oficers. 

Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  we'll  take  her  from  the- 
Sheriff. 

Glo.   No,  fiir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafs  by. 

Elean.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  fee  my  open  ihame  ? 
Now  thou  doft  penance  too.     Look,  how  they  gaze  ! 
See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point. 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  the«  I 
Ah,  Glojler^  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks ; 
And  in  thy  clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  fhame. 
And  ban  our  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  gentle  AW/;  forget  this  grief. 

Elean.  Ah  !  Glo'jter,  teach  me  to  forget  myfelf: 
For  whilft  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife. 
And  thou  a  prince,  prote6lor  of  this  land  ; 
Methinks,  I  fhould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
MaiPd  up  in  fhame,  with  papers  on  my  back  j 
And  foUow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fetch'd  groans. 
The  ruthlefs  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet ; 
And  v/hen  I  flart,  the  cruel  people  laugh  : 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread. 
Ah  !  Humphry,  can  I  bear  this  ftiameful  yoak  ? 
Trow'!!:  thou,  that  e'er  Til  look  upon  the  world. 
Or  count  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  fun? 
Ko :  dark  fhall  be  my  light,  and  night  ray  day. 
To  think  upon  my  pomp,  lliall  be  my  hell. 
Sometim.e  Til  fay,  I  am  Duke  Humphry  ^  wife. 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land: 
Yet  fo  he  rul'd,  and  fuch  a  prince  he  was. 
That  he  flood  by,  whilft  I,  his  forlorn  Dutchefs, 
Was  m.ade  a  wonder  and  a  pointing-fcock 
To  every  idle,  rafcal  follower. 

But 
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But  be  thou  mild,  and  blulh  not  at  my  ftiame, 

Nor  llir  at  nothing,  till  the  axe  of  death 

Hang  over  thee,  as,  fure,  it  Ihortly  will. 

For  Sufo/j^,  (he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

With  her,  that  hateth  thee  and  hates  us  all) 

And  Tork,  and  impious  Beaufcrd^  that  falfe  p.rieft. 

Have  all  lim'd  buihes  to  betray  thy  wings ; 

And  fly  thou,  how  thou  can'ft,  they'll  tangle  thee; 

But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd. 

Nor  never  feek  prevention  of  thy  fees. 

Glo.  Ah,  AW/,  forbear  ;  thou  aimeft  all  awry. 
I  mull  offend,  before  I  be  attainted  : 
And,  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power. 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 
Would-rt  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  reproach  ? 
Why,  yet  thy  fcanckl  were  not  wip'd  away  ; 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatefl  help  is  quiet,  gentle  'Nell: 
I  pray  thee,  fort  thy  heart  to  patience ; 
Thefe  few  da)  s'  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

"Enter  a  Herald. 
Her.  I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  parlia- 
ment holden  at  Bury,  the  iirfl  of  this  next  month. 

Glo.  And  my  confent  ne'er  aik'd  herein  before  ? 
This  is  clofe  dealing.      Well,  I  v/ill  be  there  ; 

\E:iit  Herald. 
My  Nelly  I  take  my  leave :  and,  mafler  Sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  King's  commilTion. 

Sher.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  here  my  commiflion 
(lays  : 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now. 
To  take  her  with  him  ro  the  Ijle  of  Man. 

Glo.  Mufl  you.  Sir  John,  proted  my  lady  here  ? 
^tan.  So  am  I  giv'n  in  charge,  may't  pleafe  your 

Grace. 
Glo.  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well;  the  world  may  laugh  again  ; 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if 

You 
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You  do  It  her :  a"d  fo,  Sir  John,  farewel. 

Elean.  What  gone,  my  lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewel  ? 

Glo.  Witiiefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

\Ex'2t  Gloucefter, 

Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  all  comfort  go  with  thee  f 
For  none  abides  with  me  j  my  joy  is  death  ; 
Death,  at  whofe  nnme  I  oft  have  been  afraid, 
Becaufe  I  wifn'd  ^his  v/orld's  eternity. 
Stanley,  I  pr'y^hee,  go  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  no:  whither,  for  [  beg  no  favour  ; 
Only  convey  me  where  thoa  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  Madam,  that  is  to  the  IJIe  of  Man-, 
There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  Rate. 

Elean.  That's  b"d  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 
And  fiiall  I  then  be  u-'d  reproachfully  I 

Stan.  No  J  like  a  Dutchefs,   and  Duke  Uumfhrfz 
lady, 
According  to  thatftate  you  Ihallbe  us'd. 

Elean.  Sheriff,  farewel,  and  better  than  I  fare  5 
Although  thou  haft  beencondudt  of  m.y  iliame. 

Sher.  It  is  my  office  ;  Madam,  pardon  me. 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewel ;  thy  oiiice  is  difcharg'd. 
Come,  Stanley,  Ihall  w  e  go  ? 

Stan.  Madam,    your  penance  done^  throw  off  this 
fheet. 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

Elean.  My  (hame  will  not  be  lliifted  with  my  ihecl  ; 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  m.y  richeft  robes. 
And  {hew  itfeif,  attire  me  hov/  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon.         \_Exeunt^ 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 
At    BURY. 

I.nter  King  Henry,  ^leen.  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  York, 
Buckingham,  Saiifbury  and  Warwick,  ta  the  Par- 
liajnent. 

K.  Henry. "T  Mufe,  my  lord  of  Glojler  is  not  come : 

i  'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man^^ 

Whatever  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 
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Q^Mar.  Can  you  rot  fee?  or  will  you  not  obferve 
The  flrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  countenance  ? 
With  what  a  majelly  he  bears  himfelf,. 
How  infolent  of  late  he  is  become,. 
How  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf ! 
We  know  the  time,  fince  he  was  mild  and  affable  5=. 
And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-cfi  look, 
immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee; 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  fubmiflion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  morn. 
When  ev'ry  one  will  give  the  tim.e  of  day. 
He  knits  his  braw  and  fhews  an  angry  eye  ; 
And  psfTeth  by  with  ilifF  unbowed  knee, 
Difdaining  dut}'  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  ; 
But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars  5 
And  Humphry  is  no  little  man  m  England. 
Firfl  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent ; 
And  fhould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy, 
(Refpefting  what  a  ranc'rous  mind  he  bears. 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe) 
That  he  fhould  come  about  your  royal  perfon,. 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs'  council. 
By  flattVy  hath  he  won  the  common  hearts : 
And  when  he'll  pleafe  to  make  commotion, 
'Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  fhallow-rooted. 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'er-grow  the  garden  1 
And  choak  the  herbs  for  want  of  hufbandry. 
The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lord, 
Made  me  collect  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke, 
If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear  : 
Which  fear,  if  better  reafons  can  fupplant, 
I  will  fubfcribe,  and  fay,  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 
My  Lord:  of  Suffolk,  Buckingham,  and  l^ork. 
Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can ; 
Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  efiedlual. 

Suf.,  Well  hath  your  HigLnefs  feen  into  this  Dukei 
And,  hid  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  fhould  have  told  your  Grace's  tale. 

Tiie 
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The  Dutchefs,  by  h's  fubornation. 

Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilifh  pradlces : 

Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults. 

Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  defcent. 

As  next  the  King  he  was  fucceffive  heir. 

And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 

Did  inftigate  the  bedlam  brain-fick  Dutchefs 

By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  fov'reign's  fall. 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep  ; 

And  in  his  fimple  Hiew  he  harbours  treafon. 

The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  fleal  the  lamb. 

No,  no,  my  fovereign  j  Glojier  is  a  man 

Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devife  ftrange  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done  ? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protedlorfhip. 
Levy  great  fums  of  money  through  the  realm 
For  foldiers'*  pay  in  France^  and  never  fent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck,  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown  ; 
\\'hich  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  Duke  Humphry. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords,  at  once ;  the  care  you  have  of  us, 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot,  ■ 
Is  worthy  praife ;  but  ihall  I  fpeak  my  confciencei 
Our  kinfman  Glo'fter  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treafon  to  our  royal  perfon, 
As  is  the  fucking  lamb  or  harmlefs  dove  : 
The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfal. 

Q^  Mar.  Ah  !  what's  more  dang'rous  than  this  fond 
afRance ." 
Seems  he  a  dove?  his  feathers  are  but  borrowed ^ 
For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  Raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb  }  his  fein  is,  furely,  lent  him;  . 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
Who  cannot  Heal  a  ihape,  that  m.eans  deceit? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  ihort  that  fraud ful  man. 

Enter  Somerfet. 

Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign  ! 

iC.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.    Welcome,  Lord   Somerfet;    what   news 
from  Fra?ice  P 

Som.  That  all  your  int'reft  in  thofe  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you  ;  all  is  loil. 

X.  Henry.   Qo\d  nQ^'SyhoidSofnerfet  i  but  God*s  will 
be  done  f 

Tork.  Cold  news  for  me :  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  my  bloffoms  blafled  in  the  bud. 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away. 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long. 
Or  fell  my  tide  for  a  glorious  grave.  [Afids^* 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  Gloucefler^ 

Glo.  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King  f 
Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  have  ftaid  fo  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Glower,  know,  that  thou  art  come  too  foon, 
Unlefs  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art  j 
I  do  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Glo.  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  fhalt  not  fee  me  blafh,. 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  Arreft  : 
A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  fpring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud. 
As  I  am  clear  from  treafon  to  my  Sovereign. 
Who  can  accufe  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

Terk.   'Tis  thought,  my  Lord,   that  you  took  briber 
of  France » 
And,  being  protedor,  ftaid  the  foldiers'  pay ; 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loil  France. 

Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  fo  ?  what  are  they,  that  think  it  ? 
I  never  robb'd  the  foldiers  of  their  pay. 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God  !  as  I  have  watchM  the  night. 
Ay,  night  by  night,  in  ftudying  good  for  England, 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrefled  from  the  King, 
Or  any  groat  1  hoarded  to  my  ufe. 
Be  brought  againll  me  at  my  trial  day  f 
No ;  many  a  pound  of  my  own  proper  ftore,. 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons. 

Have 
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Have  r  dif-purfed  to  the  garrifons. 
And  never  aflc'd  for  refdtution. 

Car.   ft  fervesyou  well,  my  Lord,  fo  fay  To  much. 

Glo.  1  friy  no  more  than  truth,  fo  help  me  God .' 

York.  In  \  our  prote<f:or{hip  you  did  devi.'e 
Strange  tortures  for  o^erders,  never  heard  of; 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

Glo.  Why,  'tis  well  known  that,  whiles  I  was  prcteflor. 
Pity  was  all  the  feult  that  was  in  me  : 
For  J  fhould  melt  at  an  offender's  tears  y 
And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault : 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  mu'-iherer, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fieecM  poor  paHengers, 
I  never  gav^e  them  condign  puniflimer.t. 
Murther,  indeed,  that  blcody  f  n,  I  tortur'd 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  trefp  ii'^  elie. 

Suf.  My  Lord,  thefe  faults  are  f:afie,  quickly  anfwer'd ;. 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  imtc  yocr  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafiiy  p-i^ge  yourfelf. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  HigLnefs'  name. 
And  here  comm.it  you  to  my  J^ord  Cardinal 
To  keep,  urtd  your  furthc^r  tixTie  of  trial. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Qlnfier,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope,. 
That  you  will  clear  yourfelf  f  om  all  fufpicion  j 
My  confcience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent. 

Glo.  Ah,  gracious  Lord,  thefe  days  are  dangerous  :* 
Virtue  is  choak'd  with  foul  ambition. 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancor's  handi 
Foul  fubornation  is  predominant. 
And  equity  exiPd  your  Highnefs'  Land. 
J  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  hfe  : 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  ifland  happy,. 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  v/ith  all  willingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play  : 
For  thoufands  more,  that  y^t  fufped  no  peril. 
Will  not  cor  elude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Bectiiford's  red  fparkling  eyes  b'ab  his  heart's  malice/ - 
And  StifolFs  cloudy  b'^ov/  his  itorm.ea  hate  ^ 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  ^iis  tongue 
The  envious  Lad  tha^  lies  upon  hi^  heart : 

^  And 
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And  dogged  Tork,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 

Whofe  over-weening  arm  I  have  phick'd  backj 

By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life. 

And  you,  my  fovereign  lady,  with  the  reft, 

Caufelefs  have  laid  diigraces  on  my  head  ; 

And  with  your  bell  endeavour  have  ftirr'd  up 

My  liefert  Liege  to  be  mine  enemy : 

Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together  j 

(Myfelf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles) 

And  all  to  make  away  my  guilt] efs  life-: 

I  Ihall  not  want  falfe  witnefs  to  condemn  me^ 

Nor  ftore  of  trealbns  to  augment  my  guilt : 

The  antient  proverb  will  be  well  effetted, 

A  jiaff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car    My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable; 
If  thofe,  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  perfon 
From  treaf  )n's  fecret  knife  and  traitor's  rage. 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid  and  rated  at, 
And  the  on:ender  grantea  fcope  of  fpeech, 
'Tvvili  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  Grace. 

Suf  Hath  he  not  twir  our  fovereign  lady  here 
With  ignominious  w^ords,  though  darkly  coucht  ? 
As  if  fhe  had  luborned  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  allegations,  to  o'erthrow  his  Hate. 

Q.  Mar.   But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 

Gh.  Far  truer  fpoke,  than  meant ;  I  lofe,  indeed  ; 
Eefhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe  ; 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fneak. 

Bud:.  He'l  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  dayi. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 

Glo.  Ah,  th  js  King  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch,. 
Before  his  leg:  be  firm  to  bear  his  body  ; 
Thus  is  the  Ihepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide ; 
And  vvolves  are  gnarling,  who  fliall  gnav  thee  firft. 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  falfe  !  ah,  that  it  were ! 
For,  good  King  Henry,  thy  decay  1  fear.   [Exit,  guarded, 

SCENE    IIL 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  what  to  youc  wifdom  feemeth 
bell,.  Da, 
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Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourfelf  were  here. 

C^  Mar.  What,  will  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Parlia-^ 
ment  ? 

K.  Henry.    Ay,  Margaret ;  my  heart  is  drownM  with 
grief, 
Whofe  flood  begins  to  flow  within  my  cjqi  ; 
My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery  : 
For  what's  more  miferable  than  difcontent  ? 
Ah,  uncle  Humphry  !  in  thy  face  I  fee 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty  i 
And  yet,  good  Humphry^  is  the  hour  to  come. 
That  e'er  1  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith  ; 
What  low'ring  ftar  now  envies  thy  eftate  ? 
That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen,. 
Do  feek  iubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  life. 
That  never  didll  them  wrong,  nor  no  rnan  wrong; 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf, 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  {a)  Urives, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  fiaughter-houfe : 
Even  fo,  remorflefs,  have  they  borne  him  hence. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down. 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one  went. 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling  lofs : 
Even  fo  myfelf  bewail  good  Glo'^Jierh  cafe 
Wiuh  fad  unhelpful  tears ;  and  with  dim'd  eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good : 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  v.neep,  and  'twixt  each  groan 
Say,  who's  a  traitor  ?  Glower  he  is  none.  [_Exit' 

Q^Mar.   ^  Free  Lords,  cold  fnow  melts  with  the  funJ« . 
hot  beams, 
HeMry  my  Lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs. 
Too  full  of  fooliih  pity  :  Glo'Jler\  fiiew 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  forrow  fnares  relenting  palTengers : 
Gr  as  the  fnake,  roll'd  in  a  flow 'ry  banlc^ 

X  Free  Lords,  &c. — ]  By  this  Ae  means,  (as  may  be  feen  by  the 
fcquel)  you,  who  are  not  bound  up  to  fuch  precife  regards  of  rehgioa 
a$  is  the  King  ;  but  are  men  of  the  world,  and  know  how  to  live. 

C  (<^)J^f^i-vsi,     Dr.  Thirlbyr-y^H'firays.l 

With: 
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"With  Aiming  checker'd  flough,  doth  fling  a  child 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  f, 
(And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  wit  good) 
Thii,  Gloyiet:  (hould  be  quickly  rid  the  world. 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  fhould  die,  rs  worthy  policy  ; 
Bat  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death : 
'Tis  meet,  he  be  condemned  by  courfe  of  law. 

Suf.  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy : 
The  iCing  will  labour  ftill  to  fave  his  life. 
The  commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  life. 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument. 
More  than  miftruil,  that  fhews  him  worthy  de?th, 

2'^ork.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die. 

^uf.  Ah,  2s;-i,  no  man  alive  fo  fain  as  I. 

York,  'Tis  Tork,  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death. 
But,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you,  my  Lord  ofSufolk, 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  fouls  : 
Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  fet 
To  guard  the  chicken  from,  a  hungry  kite. 
As  place  Duke  Humphry  for  the  King's  prote£lor  ? 

Q.  Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  fliould  befure  of  death. 

Suf.  Madam,  'tis  true  ;  and  wer't  not  madnefs,  then 
To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold  ? 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murtherer. 
His  guilt  fhould  be  but  idly  polled  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpcfe  is  not  executed. 
No;  let  h;m  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox. 
By  Nature  prcv'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock  ; 
Before  his  chaps  be  Hain'd  with  crimfon  blood. 
As  Humphry  provM  by  reafons  to  my  Liege; 
And  do  not  fbnd  on  quillets  how  to  flay  him : 
Be  it  by  ginns,  by  fnares,  by  fubtiky. 
Sleeping  or  v/aking,  'tis  no  matter  hov/. 
So  he  be  dead  j  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  firil,  that  nnl  intends  deceit. 

Q^Mar.   Thrice  noh\c  Suffolk,  'tis  refolutely  fpole. 

Suf.^  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  done ; 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant; 
But  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, 

SecLig 
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Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious. 

And  to  preferve  my  Sovereign  from  his  foe. 

Say  bat  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  pricft. 

Car.  But  1  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  oi Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  prielt : 
Say  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  deed. 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Suf.  Heie  is  m.y  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

Q.  Mar.  And  fo  fay  T. 

Tork.   And  1 :  And  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it. 
It  feills  not  greatly,  who  impugns  our  doom. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  a  Poji. 

fojt.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain. 
To  fjgnifie  that  Rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englijhmen  unto  the  tword : 
Send  fuccour'=,  tords,  and  ftop  the  rage  betime. 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable  ; 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Car.  A  breach,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  Stop  ? 
"What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe  ? 

York.  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  Regent  thither : 
•Tis  meet,  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ'd  : 
Witnefs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France  — — 

Som.   If  York.,  with  all  his  f  r-fetch'd  policy. 
Had  been  the  Regent  there  inRead  of  me. 
He  never  would  have  llaid  in  France  fo  long. 

York.  No,  not  to  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done : 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  betimes. 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  diftionour  home. 
By  flaying  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  fear,  charafterM  on  thy  {kin : 
Men's  flelh  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldom  win. 

Q^Mar.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  fire, 
If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with  : 
No  more,  good  York ;  fweet  So?nerfet,  be  ftill. 
Thy  fortune,  York,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there. 
Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 

York* 


King  H  E  N  RY  V^.  47 

Tork.  What,  worfe  than  nought  ?  nay,  then  a  fhame 
take  all! 

Sam.  And,  in  the  number,  thee  that  wifheft  fhame! 

Car.  My  lord  of  Tork,  try  what  your  fortune  is  ; 
Th*  uncivil  Kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  arms. 
And  temper  clay  with  bood  of  E  ngli/hmen. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Colledled  choicely  from  each  county  fome. 
And  try  your  hap  againfl  the  Irijhmen  ? 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  his  iMajefly.' 

Suf.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  confent;^ 
And  what  we  do  eftabliih,  he  confirms  j 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  tafii  in  hand. 

York.   I  am  content :  provide  me  foldiers,  lords, 
Whilft  I  ta'-:e  order  for  mine  own  aftxirs. 

Suf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will  fee  perform'd; 
But  now  ret-irn  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Hufnphry. 

Car.    No  more  of  him  ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him. 
That  henceforth  he  frail  trouble  us  no  more: 
And  io  break  o!i':  the  day  is  almoil;  fpent : 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  i  mufi  talk  of  that  event. 

York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days 
At  Bri;}jll  expe(fl  my  foldiers ; 
I'' or  t'.jtrc  I'll  fhip  them,  all  for  Ireland. 

Suf.  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York.     [Exeutif, 

SCENE     V. 

Manet  York. 
Y<srk.  Now,  York,  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  thought's. 
And  change  mifdoubt  to  refolution: 
Be  that  thou  hop  ft  lo  be,  or  what  thou  art 
K^\igii  to  death,  it  is  not  v/orth  th'  enjoying  : 
Let  pale-fac'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
^nd  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Fafter   than  fpring-tinie  fhow''rs,   comes   thought   ou 

thought, 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  bufie  than  the  lab^'ing  fpider, 
Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  Nobles,  well  J  'tis  poiitickly  done, 

Tq 
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To  fend  me  packing  with  an  hofl  of  men: 

I  fear  me,  you  bur  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 

Who,  cherifh'd  in  your  breall:,  will  ftingyour  hearts. 

'Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me; 

I  take  it  kindly  :  yet  be  well  affur'd. 

You  put  (harp  weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 

Whilfl  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mighty  band, 

I  will  ftir  up  in  England  fome  black  ftorm, 

Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  fouls  to  heav'n  or  hell. 

And  this  fell  tempeft  (hall  not  ceafe  to  rage. 

Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 

(Like  to  the  glorious  fan's  tranfparent  beams,) 

Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  flaw. 

And,  for  a  miniller  of  my  intent, 

I  have  feduc'd  a  headftrong  Kentijh  man, 

J$hn  Cade  of  JJl^ford, 

To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can. 

Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  himfelf  againft  a  troop  of  Kerns^ 

And  fought  fo  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 

Were  alm.oft  like  a  iharp-quill'd  porcupine  : 

And,  in  the  end  being  refcu'd,  I  have  feen 

Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morifco^ 

Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells.- 

Full  often,  like  a  fliag-hair'd  crafty  Kern, 

Hath  he  converfed  with  the  enemy; 

And  undifcover'd  come  to  me  again. 

And  giv'n  me  notice  of  their  villanies. 

This  devil  here  fnall  be  my  fubftitute ; 

For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead. 

In  face,  in  gait,  in  fpecch  he  doth  refemble. 

By  this,  I  fhall  perceive  the  Commons'  mind  ; 

How  they  aifed  the  Houfe  and  Claim  of  Tork. 

Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured  ; 

I  know,  no  paia,  they  can  inflict  upon  him. 

Will  make  him  fay,  I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 

Say,  that  he  thrive  ;  as  'tis  great  like,  he  will ; 

Why,  then,  from  Ireland zomt  I  with  my  ftrength. 

And  reap  the  harvcil  which  that  rafcal  fowM  j 

For 
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For  Humphry  being  dead,  as  he  Ihall  be. 

And  Henry  put  a-part,  the  next  for  me.  [£a-/V. 

SCENE  vr. 

jin  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  t'wo  or  three,    running  oajer  the  Stage,  from  the 
murther  of  Duke  Humphry. 

I .  O   U  N  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk  ,•  let  him  know, 
Xv  We  have  difpatch'd  the  Duke,   as  he  com- 

manded. 
2 .  Oh,  that  it  were  to  do !  what  have  we  done  f 
Didil  ever  hear  a  man  fo  penitent ! 
Enter  SuiFolk, 
I.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Suf  Now,  Sir,  have  you  difpatch'd  this  thing  ? 
I .  hy,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 
Suf  Why,   that's  well   faid.     Go,  get  you  to  my 
houfe  ; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  vent'rous  deed : 
The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  h^i-e  at  hand.— 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well. 
According  as  1  gave  diredlions  ? 
I .  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Suf  Away,  be  gone.  {^Exeunt  Murtheren. 

Bnter  King  Henry,  the  ^een.  Cardinal,  Somerfet, 
n/jith    Attendants. 
K.  Henry.  Go,  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  ftrait.* 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day. 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  'ris  publifhed. 

Suf  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my  noble  Lord.     [Exit. 
K.  Henry.  Lords,  take  your  places  :  and,  I  pray  yoii 
all. 
Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainfl  our  uncle  Gloyer, 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  eileem. 
He  be  approv'd  in  pradice  culpable. 

Q^Mar.  God  forbid,  any  malice  fhould  prevail. 
That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman  f 
Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion ' 
Vol.  V.  D  K. //.«.j,. 
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K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee  :  (a)   Wei!,     thefc   words 
content  me  much. 

Enter  Suffolk. 
How  now?  why  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  why  trembleft  thou  ? 
Where  is  our  Uncle  ?  what's  the  matter,  Suffolk? 
Suf.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord  ;  Glo'Jler  is  dead. 
(X  Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend  ! 
Car.  God's  fecret  judgment :  I  did  dream  to  night. 
The  Duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

[King  fwQons. 
CX  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord  ?  help,  lords,  the  King 

is  dead.  .      ,.     i       ,         r 

Som    "■  Kear  up  his  body,  wring  him  by  the  nole. 
Q^Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help :  oh,  Henry,  ope  thme 

eyes.  .  • 

Suf.  He  doth  revive  again;  Madam,  be  patient. 

K.  Henry.  O  heav'nly  God  ! 

Q,  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  ? 

S^f.    Comfort,     my    Sovereign}     gracious    Henry, 

K.  H^nTy.  What,  deth  my  lord  of  Suffm  comfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now  to  fmg  a  raven's  note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  pow'rs : 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren. 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  brea.t, 
Can  cbiie  away  the  f,rft-conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poilbn  with  fuch  fugar  d  words  5 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me  ;  forbear,  I  lay  ; 
Their  touch  affrights  me  as  aferpent's  .ting. 
.  Thou  bsleful  mefienger,  out  of  my  fight . 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  maielly  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  n-t  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding f 
'^tt  do  not  go  avy  ay  ;  come,  bafililk  •> 
And  kill  thie  innocent  gaxerwith  thy  fight: 
For  in  the  IV^ade  oi  death  I  fhall  find  joy  j 
In  TuV,  b»t  double  death,  now  Glower  i  dead. 

,  M^ur  up  hia.^,  Sec]  This  line  I,  not  in  ths  old  e^^Ion.^^^^ 
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Q^Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Sufo/k  thus  ? 

Although  the  Duke  was  enemy  to  him, 

Yet  he,  moft  Chriftian-like,  laments  his  death. 

And  for  mylelf,  foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groan?. 

Or  blood-confuming  fighs  recall  his  life  ; 

I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  groan?. 

Look  pale  as  primrofe  with  blood-drinking  fighs. 

And  all  to  have  the  noble  Duke  alive. 

What  know  I,  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 

For,  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends : 

It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  Duke  away  ; 

So  fhall  my  name  with  flander's  tongue  be  wounded. 

And  Princes'  Courts  be  f  U'd  with  my  reproach  : 

This  get  I  by  his  death  :  ah,  me  unhappy  ! 

To  be  a  Queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy. 
K.  Henry.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Glo'fler,  wretched  man  f 
Q^Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 

What,  doil  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  face  ? 

I  am  no  loathfome  leper  ;  look  on  me. 

What,  art  thou  like  the  adder  waxen  deaf? 
Be  pois'nous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Queen. 
Is  all  rhy  comfort  (hut  in  Glo''ftsr\  tomb  ? 

Why,  then,  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy. 

Erefl  his  fiatue,  and  do  worihip  to  it. 

And  make  my  image  but  an  ale-houfe  fign. 

Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreckt  upon  the  fe-i. 

And  twice  by  adverfe  winds  from  England\  bank 

Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime? 

Vv''hat  boaded  this  ?  bat  well-fore- warning  winds 

Did  fcem  to  fay,  feek  not  a  fcorpion's  nell: ; 

Nor  fet  no  footing  orttms  unkind  fhoar. 

What  did  I  then  ?  hAi  curft  the  gentle  gufts. 

And  he  that  loosM  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 

And  bid  them  blow  towards  England^  bleffed  (hoar. 

Or  turn  our  ftern  upon  a  dreadful  rock : 

Yet  JEjIus  would  not  be  a  murtherer ; 

Buc  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee. 

The  pret7  vaulting  fea  refusM  to  drown  me ; 

Knowing,  th^t  thou  wouldfl  have  me  drown'd  on  iboar 

With  teais  as  fait  as  i^d.^  through  thy  unkindnefe. 
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The  fplitting  rocks  cow'rM  in  the  fink ingfands, 

And  would  not  dafh  me  with  their  ragged  fides ; 

Bccaufe  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they, 

Might  in  thy  Palace  perifh  Margaret. 

As  far  as  I  could  ken  the  chalky  cliffs, 

When  from  thy  fhoar  the  tempeft  beat  us  back, 

I  flood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  ftorm ; 

And  when  the  dulky  fky  began  to  rob 

My  earncil-gaping  fight  of  thy  Land's  view, 

I  took  a  coftly  je\vel  from  my  neck, 

(A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  v/ith  diamonds,) 

And  threw  it  tow'rds  thy  land  ;  the  fea  received  it. 

And  fo,  I  wilh'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart. 

And  ev'n  with  this  I  lofl  fair  England's  view. 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart ; 

And  caird  them  blind  and  dufky  fpedacles. 

For  lofmg  ken  of  Alhioti's  wifhed  Coafl. 

How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 

(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconllancy) 

To  fit  and  (a)  witch  me,  as  Afcanins  did. 

When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 

His  father's  afts,  commenced  in  burning  Troy  ? 

Am  I  not  witch' d  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 

Ah  me,  I  can  no  more:  dye,  Margaret  I 

For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  do' ft  live  fo  long. 

Isolfe  cwitbin.     Enter  Warwick,   Salilbary,   and  many 
Commons. 
^^'■^r.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign, 
That  good  Duke  Humphry  uaiteroufly  ls  murther  d 
By  Suffolk,  "n<i  the  Cardinal  Beauford^z  means: 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,  fcatter  up  and  down  ; 
And  care  not  who  they  fting  in  their  revenge. 
My  felf  have  calmed  their  (pJeenful  mutiny. 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death.  ^ 

K.  Hsnry.  That  he  is  dead,  good  ITar^wick,    tis  to* 
true ; 
Bat  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry: 


I  (£)  witch.     Mr.  rieabald^Vvcli.  watch.  ] 
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Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  corps. 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 

War.  That  I  Ihall  do,  my  liege  :  Hay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude, 'till  I  return.  [Warwick  p-ofj/V/, 
K.  Henry.  O  thou,   that  judgeft  ail  things.  Hay  my 
thoughts ; 
My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuademy  foul. 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphry"^  life  ; 
If  my  fufpe£l  be  falfe,  forgive  me,  God  ! 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
Wich  twent}'  thoufand  kiiTes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears : 
To  tell  my  love  upon  his  dumb  deaf  trunk. 
And  with  my  iingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling : 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  obfequies. 

{Bed^-vjith  Glo'fter'/  body  put  forth. 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthy  image. 
What  were  it,  but  to  make  my  forrow  greater  ? 

War.  Come  hither,    gracious  Sovereign,  view  this 

body. 
K.  Henry.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made : 
For,  \vnii  \\ii  fc::I  f.zi  -^1  ^y  worldly  fohca  z 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  in  death. 

War.   As  furely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  Hate  upon  him. 
To  free  us  from  his  father's  wrathful  curfe, 
I  do  believe,  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  Duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadfal  oath,  fwornv/ith  afolemn  tongue  I 
What  inftance  gives  lord  Warivick  for  his  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face. 
Oft  have  I  ken  a  timely-parted  ghoft. 
Of  afhy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodlefs ; 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  lab'ring  heart. 
Who,  in  the  conflift  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attrafts  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  enemy  j 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returncth 
To  blufh  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 
But  fee,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood  ; 
His  eye- balls  farther  out  than  when  he  liv'd  5 
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"Staring  full  ghaftly,  like  a  ftrangled  man ; 

His  hair  up-rear'd,  his  noflrils  ftretchM  with  ftruggling  : 

His  hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 

And  tiigg'd  for  life  ;  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdu'd. 

Look  on  the  iheels ;  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  flicking  ; 

His  well-proportion'd  beard  made  rough  and  rugged. 

Like  to  the  fummer's  corn  by  tempeft  lodg'd  : 

It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murther'd  here  : 

The  leaft  of  all  thefe  figns  were  probable. 

Suf.  Why,   Wamvick,  who  fnould  do  the  Duke  to 
death  ? 
Myfelf  and  Beauford  had  him  in  protedion  ; 
And  we,  1  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  murtherers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  have  vow'd  Duke  Humphry  s 
death, 
And  you,  forfooth,  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep  : 
'l"is  like,  you  would  not  feafthim  like  a  friend  -, 
And  'tis  well  Teen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

Q^Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  fufpett  thefe  Noblemen, 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry's  timelefs  death.     . 

War.  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead  and  bleeding  frelh. 
And  (ees  faft  "by  a  butcher  with  an  ax. 
But  wi-1  rufpea:.  'twas  he  that  made  the  fiaughter  ? 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  neft. 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead. 
Although  the  kite  foar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 
Even  fo  fufpicious  is  this  tragedy. 

Q^Mar.   Are  you  the  batcher,  Sufo/k?  where's  your 
knife  ? 
Is  Beauford  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  tallons  r 
^uf.  I  wear  no  knife  to  ilaughter  ilecping  men  j 
But  here's  a  'vengeful  fword,  railed  wim  cafe, 
That  fhall  be  fcoured  hi  his  ranc'rous  heart, 
Thatilanders  me  with  murther's  crimfon  badge. 
Say,  if  thou  dar'll,  proud  lord  of  Warnvickjhire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Hu?nphrys  death. 

War,  What  dares  not  Warvjick,  if  falfe  Suffolk  dare 

him?  _  , 

Q^Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contu.nelious  fpint. 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  cortroUer, 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thoufan  d  times.      ^ 
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War.  Madam,  be  ftill ;  with  revVence  may  I  fay  j 
For  ev'ry  word,  yoa  fpeak  in  his  behalf. 
Is  flander  to  your  royal  Dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour? 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  fo  much. 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  ftern  untutor'd  churl  ;  and  noble  ftock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  flip,  whofe  fruit  thou  art  j 
And  never  of  the  Ne'uills''  noble  Race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murther  bucklers  thee. 
And  I  (hould  rob  the  death's-man  of  his  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  Ihames, 
And  that  my  Sovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfemurd'roas  Coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  pafTed  fpeech. 
And  fay,  it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meant' It ;  — — 
That  thou  thy  felf  wail  born  in  baflardy  :    ~ 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  nomage  done. 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Pernicious  blood -fucker  of  flseping  men  ! 

Suf.  Thou  {halt  be  waking,  while  I  Ihed  thy  blood. 
If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'n  go  with  me. 

War.  Away  ev'n  nov/,  or  I  will  drsg  thee  hence  j 
Unworthy  though  thou  art.  Til  cope  with  thee; 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Duke  Uum-phry\  ghoft. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII. 

K.  Henry.  What  flronger  breail-plate  than  a  heart 
untainted  ?" 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  jufl ; 
And  he  bat  naked,  (though  lockM  up  in  fteel) 
Whofe  confcience  with  injuliiceis  corrupted. 

[A  tioife  IV i thin, 
Q^Mar.  What  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  nvith  their  iveapons  dra^^n, 
K.  Henry.  V/hy,  how  now,  lords  ?    your  wrathful 
weapons  drawn 
Here  in  our  prefence  !  dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? 
Why,  what  tamvltuous  clamour  have  we  here  ?. 

D  4  ^uf. 
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Suf.  The  trak'rous  Warnvickv^klx  the  mtVio£  Bury 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 

Enter  Sali{bury. 

Sal.  Sirs,  fland  apart ;    the  King  fhall   know  your 
mind. 
Dread  lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  lord  Suffolk  flrait  be  done  to  death. 
Or  banifhed  fair  England's  territories. 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  died  ; 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefi*  death  j 
And  mere  inllindt  of  love  and  loyalty, 
(Free  from  aflubborn  oppofite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking) 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Baniibnent. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moll  royal  Perfon, 
That  if  yourHighnefs  fhculd  intend  to  fleep, 
And  charge  that  no  man  ihould  difturb  your  reft. 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death  ; 
Yet,  notwithflanding  fuch  a  llrait  edi6>. 
Were  there  a  ferpent  fcen  with  forked  tongue. 
That  fiily  glided  tow'rds  your  Majefty, 
It  were  but  neceiTary  you  were  wak'd  ; 
Left,  being  fufFer'd  in  that  harmful  flamber. 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  fleep  eternal. 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid. 
That  they  will  guard  yon  whe're  you  will  or  no. 
From  fuch  fell  ferpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is  j 
With  vvhofe  invenomed  and  fatal  fting 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth. 
They  fay,  is  fhamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Ccmmons^vitkin.  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  my  lord 
of  Salisbury. 

Suf.  'Tis  like,  the  Commons,  rude  unpoliih'd  hinds. 
Could  fend  fuch  iT.eflage  to  their  Sovereign  : 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd. 
To  Ihew  hov/  queint  an  orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbury  hathv/on, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  Ambaffador 

Sent 
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Sent  from  a  fort  of  tinkers  to  the  King. 

Within.  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  or  we  will  all 
break  in. 

K.  Henry.  Go,  Salijhury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care; 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  (o  by  them. 
Yet  did  f  purpofe  as  they  do  entreat ; 
For,  fure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 
Mifchance  unto  my  State  by  Suffolk'^  means. 
And  therefore  by  his  Majefly  I  fwear, 
Whofe  far  unworthy  Deputy  I  am. 
He  {hall  not  breathe  infedlion  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

Q^  Mar.   Oh  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk.  ^ 

K.  Henry.  Ungentle  Queen,  to  call  him  gentle  ^a^«>/^» 
No  more,  I  fay :  if  thou  doft  plead  for  him. 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  faid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word  ; 
But,  when  I  fwear,  it  is  irrevocable  ; 
If  after  three  days  fpace  thou  here  be'ft  found. 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of. 
The  world  ihall  not  be  ranfom  for  thy  life. 
Come,  War^vick  ;  come,  good  War^wick  j  go  with  me  ; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee, 

\_Exeunt  K.  Henry,  Warwick,  Cffc* 

SCENE  vni. 

Manent  Suffolk,  and  Queen. 
Q^Mar.  Mifchance  and  forrow  go  along  with  you? 
Heart's  Difcontent  and  four  Afflidion 
Be  play^fellows  to  keep  you  company  f 
There's  two  of  you,  the  devil  make  a  third. 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps  f 
Suf.  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  execrations  j 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Q^Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and foft-hearted  wretch. 
Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemy  ? 

Suf.  A  plague  upon  them !  Wherefore  Ihould  I  curfe 
them  ? 
Would  curfes  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 

J>  5  I  wouli 
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1  would  invent  as  bitter  fegrching  terms. 
As  curft,  as  harfli,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-fac'd  envy  in  her  loathfome  cave. 
My  tongue  Ihould  fluHiblc  in  mine  earneft  words. 
Mine  eyes  Hiould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 
Mine  hair  be  fixt  on  end  like  one  diflracl : 
Ay,  ev'ry  joint  fhould  feem  to  curfe  and  ban. 
And  even  now  my  bjrthen'd  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curfe  them.      Poifon  be  their  drink ! 
Gall,  worfe  than  gall,  the  daintieft  meat  they  taile ! 
Their  fweeteft  fnade  a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees ! 
Their  chiefell  profpeft  murd'ring  bafilifkG ! 
Their  fofteft  touch,  as  fmart  as  lizards'  flings  ! 
Their  mufick  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs ! 
And  boading  fcreecii-owls  make  the  concert  full ! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-fcated  hell 

Q^  Mar.    Enough,   fweet   Sufolkj  thou  torment'ft- 
thyfelf; 
And  thefe dread  curfes,  like  the  fun  'gainft  g^afs. 
Or  like  an  over-charged  gun,  recoil. 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyfelf. 

Suf.  You  bad  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  baniih'd  from. 
Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  Handing  naked  on  a  mountain  top. 
Where  biting  Cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

Q^Mar.  Oh,  let  me  entreat  thee  ceafe ;  give  me  thy 
hand. 
That  I  may  dew  it  v;ith  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place. 
To  wafli  away  my  woful  monuments,. 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  hand. 
That  thou  might'll  think  upon  thefe,  by  the  feal. 
Through  whom  a  thoufand  fighs  are  breath'd  for  thee. 
So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
'Tis  but  furmis'd,  whiift  thou  art  (landing  by: 
As  one  that  forfeits,  thinking  on  a  Want. 
I  will  jepeai  thee,  or,  be  well  afmr'd. 

Adventure 
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Adventure  to  be  banilhe'|l  myfelf  : 

Andbaniflied  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 

Go,  fpeak  not  to  me;  even  now  be  gone 

Oh,  go  not  yet— — Ev'n  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 

Embrace  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 

Loather  a  hundred  times  to  p-^rt  than  die: 

Yet  now  farewel,  and  farewel  life  with  theef 

Snf,  Thus  is  poor  Sufolk  ten  times  banifhed. 
Once  by  the  King  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 
'Tis  not  the  Land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence ; 
A  wildernefs  is  populous  enough. 
So  Suff'olk  had  thy  heav'niy  company. 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  itfelf ; 
With  ev'ry  fev'ral  pleafure  in  the  world  : 
And  where  thou  art  not,  Defolation. 

I  can  no  more  Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life  ^ 

Myfelf  no  joy  in  aught  but  that  thou  liv'ft. 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Vaux. 

Q^Mar.  Whither  goes  Faux  (o  fall  ?  what  news,  I 
pr'ythee  ? 

F^ux.  To  fignifie  unto  his  Majefty,  - 
That  Cardinal  Beaiiford  is  at  point  of  death  : 
For  fiiddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him. 
That  makes  him  gafp,  and  flare,  and  catch.the  air^ 
BlafphemJng  God,  and  curfmg  men  on  earth. 
Sometimes  he  talks,  as  if  Duke  Humphrfs  ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide ;  fometimes,  he  calls  the  King. ; 
And  whifpersto  his  pillov/,  as  to  him> 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  foul  i 
And  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majelly, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him.  - 

Q.  Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  mefTage  to  the  King. 

{Exit  Vaiix, 
Ay  me!  what  is  this  world?  what  news  are  thefe«f 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  lof% 
Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  foul's  treafure? 
Why  only,  Sufolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee. 
And  with  the  fouthern  clouds  contend  in  tean  ? 

Th^ir?^ 
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Theirs  for  the  earth's  Increafe  ;  mine  for  my  forrows. 
Now,  get  thee  hence  ;  the  King,  thou  know'll,  is  coming ; 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Suf.   If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live ; 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe. 
But  like  a  pleafant  flumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air. 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips. 
Where,  from  thy  fight,  I  (hould  be  raging  mad. 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes  ; 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  liop  my  mouth : 
So,  fhouldfl  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul ; 
Or  I  ihould  breathe  it  (o  into  thy  body  ; 
And  then  it  liv'd  in  fweet  Elyjium. 
To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jeft : 
From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death  j 
Oh  !  let  me  ftay,  befal  what  may  befal. 

Q^AIar.  Away;  though  Parting  bea  fretful  corrofive, 
Jt  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 
To  France,  fweet  Suffolk ;  let  me  hear  from  thee  : 
For  wherefo'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Irisy  that  fhall  find  thee  out. 

Suf.  I  go. 

Q^  Mar.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf.  Ajewel  lock'd  into  the  wofui'Il  cafket 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fplitted  bark,  fo  funder  we; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Q^Mar.  Tliis  way  for  me.  [^Exeunt  fencer  ally  ^ 

SCENE     X. 
The  Cardinal'^  Bedchamber, 

Enter  King  Henry,   Salifbury,  and  Warwick,    to  the 
Cardinal  in  Bed' 

K..  Henry.  T  T  O  W  fares  my  lord  ?  fpeak,  Beauford, 
X  1     to  thy  Sovereign. 
Car.  If  thoa  beeft  Death,  Til  give  thee  England's 
treafure, 

Enough 
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Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  Ifland, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life. 
Where  death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible  ! 

War.  Beaufordj  it  is  thy  Sovereign  fpeaks  to  thee» 

Car.  "  Bring  me  unto  my  Tryal,  when  you  will. 
"  Dy'd  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  where  fiiould  he  die  ? 
"  Can  I  make  men  live  whe're  they  will  or  no  ? 

**  Oh,  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs 

*•  Alive  again  ?  then  ihew  me,  where  he  is : 

**  I'll  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him ■ 

'*  He  hath  no  eye?,  the  daft  hath  blinded  them: 

•*  Comb  down  his  hair ;  look!  look!  it  Hands  upright^ 

"  Like  lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  foul : 

**  Give  me  fome  drink,  and  bid  th'  apothecary 

**  Bring  the  flrong  poifon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heav'ns. 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch ; 
Oh,  beat  away  the  bufie,  medling,  fiend. 
That  lays  ftrong  fiege  unto  this  wretch's  foul. 
And  from  his  bofom  purge  this  black  defpair. 

War.  See,    how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him 
grin ! 

Sal.  Diilurb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 

"K..  Henry.  Peace  to  his  foul,  if  God's  goodpleafure 
be! 
Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  thlnk'ft  on  heaven's  blifs. 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  fign  I  O  God,  forgive  him. 

War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monflrous  life. 

K.  Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  fmners  all. 
Clofe  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe, 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE    I, 

the  Coafi  of  Kent. 

Alarum.     Tight  at  fea.     Ordnarce  goes  off.     Enter  Cap- 
tain, Whitmore,  and  other  PirateSy  nvith  Suffolk  and 
other  Prifoners. 
Cap.  "  ''%^  HE  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day 

"      X      ^'2  crept  into  the  bolom  of  the  fea  : 
*•  And  now  Icui  hov/'ing  v/olves  aroufe  the  jades, 
"  Tliat  drag  the  tragick  melancholy  night ; 
**  Who  with  their  drowfie,  ilov; ,  ^xnd  flagging  wings 
**  Clip  dead  men's  graves ;  and  from  their  mifcy  Jaws 
"  Breathe  foul  contagious  darknefs  i'l  the  air. 
Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  prize  : 
For  whilft  our  Pinnace  anchors  in  the  Do^-n;ns, 
Here  fliall  they  make  their  ranfom  on  the  fand  ; 
Or  with  their  blood  flain  this  aifcolour'd  fhore. 
Mailer,  this  prifoner  freely  give  I  thee ; 
And  thou,  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this ; 
The  other,  Walter  Whitmore,  is  thy  fhare. 

I  Gent.  What  is  my  ranfom,  mafter,  let  me  know  ? 
Majl.  A  thoufand  crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  heado 
Mate.  And  fo  much  fhall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours, 
Whit.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thoufand 
crowns, 
And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? 
Cut  both  the  villains'  throats,  for  die  you  ihall : 
Nor  can  thofe  lives,  which  we  have  loil  in  fight. 
Be  counter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  pctt)'  fum. 

I  Gent,  r.'l  give  it.  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  life; 
7.. Gent.   And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  flraight. 
Whit.  I  loll  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard. 
And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  Ihalt  thou  die ; 

[To  Suffolk, 
And  fo  Ihould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 

Cap.   Be  not  fo  rafh,  take  ranfom,  let  him  live.  . 
^uf.   *  Look  on  my  George^  I  am  a  gentleman ; 

I  Lo«^  on  mj  George,]  In  the  firft  Edition  it  is  mj  rin^f 

]Elatc 
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Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  (halt  be  paid. 

Pf^hit.  And  fo  am  I ;  my  name  is  Walter  Whitmore. 
How    now  ?    why    ftart'fl:  thou  ?    what,    doth   death 
affright  ? 

Suf.  Thy  name  affi  ights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth. 
And  told  me,  that  by  Water  I  fliould  die  : 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded. 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Gualtier  or  Walter,  which  it  is,  I  care  not  > 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  Difhonoar  blur  our  name^ 
But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  fell  revenge. 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd. 
And  I  proclaimM  a  Coward  through  the  world  f 

Suf.  Stay,  Whitmore  ;  for  thy  prifoner  is  a  Prince  ; 
The  Duke  oi  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags  ? 

Suf.  Ay,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  Duke. 
*  Jot'e  fometimes  went  difguis'd,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Cap.  But  Jo^ve  was  never  flain,  as  thou  fhalt  be. 

Suf.  Obfcure  and  lowly  fwain.  King  Henry'* s  blood. 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancafter, 
Muft  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom  : 
Hail  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  ftirrop  ? 
Bare-headed,  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule. 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  Ihook  my  head? 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup. 
Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneeFd  down  at  the  boards 
When  I  have  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret? 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  creft-fal'n  ; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride. 
How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  ftood. 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf. 
And  therefore  Ihall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

2  Jove  fomef lines  ivent  difguis^d,  &c.]  This  verfe  is  omitted  In 
all  but  the  firft  old  Edition,  without  which  what  follows  is  not  fenfe. 
The  next  line  aUb, 

Okjcure  and  l&wly  fwain.  King  Henry's  iload! 
was  fahly  put  ia  the  captain's  niouth.  Mr.  Pope, 

Whiu 
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Whit.  Speak,  Captain,  fhali  I  ftab  the  forlorn  fwain?' 

Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Zuf.  Bafe  (lave,  thy  words  are  blunt  j  and  fo  art  thou. 

Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's  fide. 
Strike  oiFhis  head. 

Suf,  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thy  own. 

Cap.  Poole,  SirPW^Mord? 
Ay,  kennel  -  puddle — fmk,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  filver  Spring  where  England dix'ya^^m 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth. 
For  fwallowing  up  the  treafure  of  the  Realm ; 
Thy  lips,  tliat  kifs'd  the  Queen,  fhall  fweep  the  ground  ; 
And  thou,  that  fmil'dft  at  good  Duke  Humphry  %  death  ; 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  winds  fhalt  grin  in  vain. 
Who  in  contempt  (hall  hifs  at  thee  again. 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell. 
For  daring  to  affie  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 
Having  nor  Subjedl,  Wealth,  nor  Diadem  f 
By  devilifti  policy  art  thou  grown  great. 
And,  like  ambitious  S)ylla,  over-gorg'd 
V/ith  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
By  thee  'Anjou  and  Maine  were  fold  to  France  ; 
The  falfe  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 
Difdain  to  call  us  lord  ;  and  ¥i  car  die 
Hath  flain  their  Governors,  furpriz'd  our  Forl.% 
And  fent  the  ragged  foldiers  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warnxiick,  and  the  Nsviils  all, 
(Whole  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain) 
As  hating  thee,   are  rifmg  up  in  arms. 
And  now  theHoufe  of  Tork  (thruftfrom  the  Crowa. 
By  Ihameful  murther  of  a  guiltlefs  King, 
And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny,) 
Burns  with  revenging  fire  ;  whofe  hopeful  Colour5 
Advance  a  half-fac'd  Sun  ftriving  to  fhine  ; 
TJnder  the  which  is  writ,  In^itis  nuhihus. 
The  Commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 
And  to  conclude.  Reproach,  and  Beggary 
Is  crept  into  the  Palace  of  our  King, 
And  all  by  thee.     Away !  convey  him  hence.  — — — 

^uf,  O,  that  I  were  a  God,  to  fhoot  forth  thunder 
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Upon  thefe  paultry,  fervile,  abjea  drudges ! 

Small  things  make  bafe  men  proad.     This  villam  here. 

Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 

3  Than  Bargulus  the  llrong  Illyrian  Pirate. 

Drones  fuck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives* 

It  is  impoffible  that  I  fhould  die 

By  fuch  a  lowly  vaflal  as  thy  felf. 

Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorfe,  in  me  : 

I  go  of  meffage  from  the  Queen  to  France ; 

I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  channel. 

Cap.   Walter  ,      ,      i 

Whit.  Come,  Sufclk,  I  mull  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 
Buf.  Fesnagelidus  timor  occufat  arius :  it's  thee  I  fear. 
Whit.  Thou  ihalt  have  caufe  to  fear,  before  I  leave 
'  thee. 
What,  are  ye  daunted  now  ?  now  will  ye  ftoop  ? 

I  Gent.   My  gracious  lord,  intreat  hioii  fpeak  hini 

fair. 
Suf.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  Hern  and  roughj, 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  ihould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit ;  no  ;  rather  let  my  head 
Sioop  to  the  block,  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any^, 
Save  to  the  God  of  hcav'n,  and  to  my  King  5 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole. 
Than  fland  uncovered  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : 
More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 
(a)  Suf.  Come,  Soldiers,  fhew  what  cruelty  ye  can. 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Grer.t  men  oft  die  by  vile  Bezonians. 
A  Roman  fworder  and  Bandetto  Have 
Murther'd  fweet  Tully ;  Brutui  baflard  hand 

3  rhan  Bargulus  the  Jirong  lUyrian  Pirete,'\  Mr.  rheohalif^yB, 
^hii  nvight  I  ha've  not  been  "able  to  trace,  or  di'^cver  Jrcm  what  tE- 
GEND  cur  author  deri-vedbis  acquaintance  ivith  him.  And  yet  he  is 
to  be  jr.a  with  in  Tully" s  Offices  ;  and  the  Le-^endh  the  famous  Tbeo- 
pompus's  L-ipry.  Bargului  lUyrius  latro,  de  quo  cji  apud  Theopompum^ 
magnas  cpcs  habuit.  Hb,  2.  Cdp.  li. 

[  (a)  Suf,  Cme,f9ldiers,$(Q,  Oxford  Editor — Vulg.  Cap.  Co»f?, 
fcldiers.) 
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StabbM  Julius  Cfsfar ;  favagc  Iflanders 
Pompey  the  Great:  And  Suffolk  dies  by  Pirates. 

[Exit  Walter  Whitmore  ivith  Suffolk. 

Cap.  And  as  for  thefe,  whofe  ranfom  we  have  fet. 
It  is  our  pleafure  one  of  them  depart ; 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

\_Ex.  Captain  and  the  reji. 
Manet  the firji  Gent.     Enter  Whitmore,  -jjith  the  body. 

Whit.  There  let  his  head  ?.nd  livelefs  body  lye, 
Until  the  Queen  his  miitrefs  bury  it.  {Exit  Whit. 

I  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  fpedacle  ! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King: 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  ytt  will  his  friends  ; 
So  will  the  Queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.       {Exit. 

SCENE     II. 
Changes  to  Southwark. 

Enter  Bevis  and  John  Holland. 

Se'vis.^^OME,  and  get  thee  a  fword  though  made 
V^^  of  a  lath  ;  they  have  been  up  thefe  two 
days. 

Ho/.  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 

Be^is.  I  tell  thee,  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  rneans  to 
drefs  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new  nap 
upon  it. 

Hoi.  So  he  had  need,  for  ^tis  thread-bare.  Well,  I 
fay,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  Engla-nd  fmce  Gentle-^ 
men  came  up. 

Bcvis.  O  miferable  age !  virtue  is  not  regarded  in 
J.:  Tndy -crafts-men. 

Hoi.  l^XiQ  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  leather 
aprons. 

Be'vis.  Nay  more,  the  King's  Council  are  no  good 
workmen. 

Hoi.  True,  and  yet  it  is  faid,  Labour  in  thy  'vocation  ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  magiftrates  be  la- 
bouring men;  and  therefore  ihould  we  be  magiftrates. 

Be/viu 
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BeiHs.  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  for  there's  no  better  fign 
©fa  brave  mind  than  a  hard  hand. 

Hoi.  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them  j  there's  Beft's  fon,  the 
Tanner  of  Wingham. 

Be-vis.  He  fliall  have  the  fkins  of  our  enemies  to  make 
dog's  leather  of- 

Hol.  And  Dick  the  butcher  : 

Be'vis.  Then  is  fm  ftruck  down  like  an  ox,  and  ini- 
quity's throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

Hoi.   And  Smith  the  weaver :  ■ 

Bevis.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 
Hoi.  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 
Drum.      Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  butcher.  Smith  the  tueOii 
ever,  and  a  faivyer,  ^vith  infinite  numbers. 
Cade,  We  John  Cade,  fo  term'd  of  our  fuppofed 

Father— 

Dick.  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 
Cade.  For  our  enemies  Ihall  fall  before  us,   infpired 
with  the  fpirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes  i 
command  filencc. 
Dick.   Silence. 

Cade,  My  father  was  a  Mortimer 

Dick.  He  was  an  honeft  man  and  a  good  bricklayer. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantage.net 

Dick.  I  knew  her  well,  ihe  was  a  midwife. 

Cade.  My  wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies 

Dick.   She  was  indeed  a  pedlar's  daughter,  and  fold 
many  laces. 

Wewj.  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
furrVi  pack,  {he  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  hoi  fe. 
Dick.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable ;  and 
there  was  he  born,  under  a  hedge ;  for  his  father  had 
never  a  houfe  but  the  cage. 
Cade,   Valiant  J  am. 

Wea'v.   A'  rnuft  needs,  for  beggary  is  valiant. 
Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 
Dick.  No   queftion  of  thai" ;  for   I  have  feen  him 
whipt  three  market  days  together. 
Cadey  I  fear  neither  fword  nor  fire. 

Wem3' 
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Wea^.  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  coat  Is  of 
proof. 

Dick.  But,  methinks  he  fhould  ftand  in  fear  of  fire, 
being  burnt  ith*  hand  for  ftcaling  of  iheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  Captain  is  b^ave,  and 
vows  reformation.  There  fhall  be  in  England  feven 
half-penny  loaves  fold  for  a  penny;  the  three  hoop'd 
pot  fhall  have  ten  hoops,  and  I  will  make  it  felony  to 
drink  fmall  beer.  All  the  realm  fhall  be  in  common, 
and  in  Cheaffide  fhall  my  palfry  go  to  grafs;  and  when 

I  am  King,  as  King  I  will  be 

AIL  God  fave  your  Majefty  ? 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people.  There  fhall  be  no 
money  ;  all  iliall  eat  and  drink  upon  my  fcore  j  and  I 
will  apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may  a- 
gree  like  brothers,  and  worfhip  me  their  lord. 

Dick.  The  firil  tiling  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 
Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lament- 
able thing,  that  the  Ikin  of  an  innocent  lamb  fhould  be 
made  parchment  ,•  that  parchment  being  fcribblcd  o'er,, 
fliould  undo  a  man  ?  Some  fay,  the  bee  flings  j  but  I 
fay,  'tis  bee's  waxj  for  I  did  but  fed  once  to  a  thing,, 
and  I  was  nerer  my  own  man  iince,  How  now?  who- 
is  there? 

"Enter  a  Clerk* 
Wea*v.  The  clerk  of  Chatham  \  he  can  write  and 
i:ead,  and  call  accompt. 
Cade.  O  monftroas ! 

Weanj.  We  took  him  fettingboys  copies. 
Cade.  Here's  a  villain  I 

Weav.  He'as  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters^ 
in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he's  a  conjurer. 
Dick,  Nay,    he   can  make   obligations,   and  write 
court-hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  for't :  the  man  is  a  proper  man,  of 
mine  hoiiour  ;  unleis  I  find  him  guilty,  he  fhall  not  die. 
Come  hither,  iirrah,  I  mull  examine  thee  j  what  is  thy 
name  ? 

Ckrk,  EmanuiL 

Did. 
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Dick.  +  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters  : 
''twill  go  hard  with  you.  ^ 

Ca^ig.  Let  me  alone.  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy 
name?  or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thyfelf  like  an  honeil 
plain  dealing  man  ?  ,         /•        ,,  ,  i 

Ckrk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 
up,  that  I  can  write  my  name.  ^ 

J//.  He  hath  confefl  J  away  with  him;  he's  a  villain 

and  a  traitor.  .  i.  i  . 

Ca^e.  Away  with  him,  I  fayj  hang  him  with  his 
pen  and  ink  horn  about  his  neck. 

[Exif  one  nxith  the  clerk. 
Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Where  is  our  General  ? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich  Fly,  fly,  fly ;  Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his 
brother  are  hard  by  with  the  King's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villain,  ftand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  do>^ai;  he 
ftiail  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf.  H& 
is  but  a  knight,  is  a'  ? 

Mich.    No.  /.,r        1      •    1. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  my  felf  a  knight 
prefently  ?  rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer.  Now  have  at 
him.     Is  tliere  any  more  of  them  that  be  knights  ? 

Mich..  Ay,  his  brother. 

Cade.  Then  kneel  down,  Dick  Butcher.  "  Rife  up, 
Sir  Dick  Butcher.     Now  found  up  the  drum. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Sir  Humphry  Stafford,  and  young  Stafford,  'with 
drum  and  foldiers. 

Staf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  fkum  of  Kent, 
■  Mark'd  for  the  gallows,  Ir.y  your  weapons  down. 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forfake  this  groom; 
The  King  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

Y.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclm  d  to  blood, 
li  you  go  forward  ;  therefore  yield,  or  die. 

4.  7^.y  «/*  t.  'write  it  on  the  top  of  letter,  j]  i.e.  of  letters  m\C^ 
five,  and  fach  like  ^ublick  afts.     See  Mahuon  s  Diplomata.   ^^^^ 
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Cade.  As  for  thefe  filken-coated  flaves,  ^  I  pafs  not; 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  I  fpeak. 
O'er  whom  (in.  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign  ; 
For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plaifterer, 
And  thou  thy  felf  a  fhearman,   art  thou  not? 

Cade.   And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

Y.  Staf.  And  what  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  this Edmund  Mortimer  Y.^xX  of 

March  married  the  Duke  of  Clarence's  daughter,   did 
he  not  ? 

Staf.   Ay,  Sir. 

Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

Y.  Staf.  That's  falfe. 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  queflion  ;  but  I  fay,  'tis  true  : 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  nurfe. 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  llol'n  away  ; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage. 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  to  age  : 
Kis  fon  am  I ;  deny  it  if  you  can. 

Dick.   Nay,  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  fhall  be  King. 

Wea'v.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  houfe, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftify  it  j  there- 
fore deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  drudge's  words. 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

AIL  Ay,  marry,  will  we ;  therefore  get  you  gone. 

Y.  Staf.  jack  Cade,  the  Duke  of  Tork  hath  taught 
you  thi;. 

Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  my  felf.  Go  to, 
firrah,  tell  the  /Jng  from  me,  that  for  his  father's  fake 
Het?^'}  che  fifth  (in  whofe  time  boys  went  to  fpancounter 
for  French  crowns)  I  am  content  he  fhall  reign  j  but  I'll 
be  prote^^or  ever  him. 

Dick.  And  furthermore  we'll  have  the  Lord  Safi 
head,  for  felling  the  Dukedorn  o{  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon  ;  for  thereby  is  England 
xnaim'd,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  ftaff,  but  that  my  puif- 


5  — — "I  P'^fi  not',']  i.  e.  I  regard  not.-    A  common  phrafc  of 
that  time.     The  Oxford  Editor  read?,  I  fafi  tbm, 
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iance  holds  it  up.  Fellow- Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  that 
Lord  Say  hath  gelded  the  common- wealth,  and  made  It 
an  eunuch  ;  and  more  than  that,  he  can  fpeak  French, 
and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

Staf.  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance ! 
Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can :  the  Frenchmen  are 
our  enemies :  go  to  then ;  I  alk  but  this ;  can  he,  that 
fpeaks  with  the  tongue  of  the  enemy,  be  a  good  counfel- 
lor  or  no  ?        - 

Jll.  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 
Y.  Staf.  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 
Affail  them  with  the  army  of  the  King. 

Staf.  Herald,  away,  and  throughout  every  town 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade ; 
That  thofe,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends. 
May  (even  in  their  wives'  and  childrens'  fight) 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors ; 
And  you,  that  be  the  King's  friends,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  the  tnvo  StafFords  nvith  their  Train, 
Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. 
Now  fhew  yourfelves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  iord,  one  gentleman ; 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  fhoone. 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeit  men,  arid  (uch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dar^;  ijot)  take  our  parts. 

Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  us. 
Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  aie  moft 
out  of  order.     Come,  march  forward. 

[Exemt  Cade  and  his  party* 
1  Alar  urn  to  fight,  'I'u  herein  both  the  StafFords  are  (laiti. 
Re-enter  Cade  and  the  reft. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  ^^/^^r^.? 

Dick.  Here,  Sir. 

Cade>  They  fell  before  thee  like  fheep  and  oxen,  and 
thou  behaved'il  thy  felf  as  if  thou  hadfl  been  in  thine 
own  flaugh?:er  houTe}  therefore  thus  I  w  !i  rc7.ard  thee: 
the  lent  fnall  be  as  long  as  k  is,  anu  thou  ilmll  have  3 
liccnfe  to  kill  for  a  l-undred  lackiiiji^  one, 

Dick.  I  df^fire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  defery'il  no  lefs. 

This 
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This  monument  of  the  viftory  will  I  bear,  and  the 
bodies  fhall  be  dragg'd  at  my  horfe's  heels,  *till  I  do 
come  to  London,  where  we  will  have  the  mayor's  fword 
borne  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open 
the  goals,  and  let  out  the  prifcners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's 
jnarch  towards  London.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Chatiges  to  Black-Heath. 

Enter  King  Henry  nvith  a  fupplication,  and  ^een  Mar- 
garet nvith  Suffolk^  heady  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
and  the  Lord  Say. 

Q^Mar.f^^T  have  I  heard,  that  grief  foftens  the 

\_J  mind, 

And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate  } 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breaft: 
Bat  where's  the  body,  that  I  Ihould  embrace? 

Buck.  What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  rebels' 
fupplication  ? 

K.  Henry.  I'll  fend  fome  holy  bifhop  to  intreat  j 
For  God  forbid,  fo  many  fimple  fouls 
Should  periftiby  the  fword.     And  I  my  felf. 
Rather  than  bloody  war  Ihould  cut  them  (hort, 
Will  pai-ly  with  Jack  Cade  their  general. 
But  ftay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q^Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains !   hath  this  lovely- 
face 
Rul'd  like  a  wandring  planet  over  me. 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent. 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  fworn  to  have 
thy  head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  your  highnefs  (hall  have  his. 

K.  Henry.  How  now.  Madam  ? 
Lamenting  ftill,  and  mourning  Suffolk^  death  ? 

I  fear 
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I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 

Thou  wouldeft  not  have  iiiourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

Q^Mar.  My  love,  1  Ihould  not  mourn,  but  die  for 
thee. 

Enter  a  hJeJJfenger. 

K.  Henry.  How  now  ? .  what  news  ?  why  com'il  thou 
in  fuch  hafte  ? 

Mef.  The  rebels  are  in  Southvjark ;  fly,  my  Lord  i 
yack  Cade  ^roc\d\ms  himfelfLord  Mortimer , 
Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence'  houfe. 
And  calls  your  Grace  ufurper  openly. 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  JVef^minjler. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peafants,  rude  and  mercilefs: 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart,  and  courage  to  proceed : 
All  fcholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen. 
They  call  falfe  caterpillars,  and  mtend  their  death. 

K.  Henry,  O  gracelefs  men!    they  know  not  whaS 
they  do. 
_  Buck.  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  Killin^Morth, 
Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

Q^Ma>-.  Ah !  were  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive^ 
Thefe  Kentijh  rebels  fhould  be  foon  appeas'd. 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee. 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingrjjorth. 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  perfon  be  in  danger : 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes  ; 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  flay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  atiother  Meffenger, 
2  Mef.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  Londo?i-hrldge, 

The  citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  houfes  / 

The  rafcal  people,  thirlling  after  prey. 

Join  with  the  traitor ;  and  they  jointly  fv/ear 

To  fpoil  the  city  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord  ;  away,  take  horfe. 
K.  Henry.  Come,  Marg'ret,  God  our  hope  will  iuc- 

cour  us. 

Q.  Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceased. 
Vo  L.  V.  E  K.  Hmry. 
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K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  Lord ;  trull  not  to  Kettti/b 
rebels. 

Buck.  Truft  no  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 

Say.  The  trull  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
Ai:d  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  London. 

Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Tonver  ivaiking^     Then  enter 
tivo  or  three  citizens  belotfj? 

Scales.T  TOW  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  llain  ? 

X.  X  I  ^'^*  No,  my  Lord,  nor  like  to  be 
{lain  :  for  they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  thofe 
that  withftand  them:  the  Lord  Mayor  craves  aid  of 
your  honour  from  the  Toiver  to  defend  the  city  from  the 
rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid,  as  I  can  fpare,  you  Ihall  command  j 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  my  fclf. 
The  rebels  have  alTay'd  to  win  the  Totver. 
But  get  you  into  Smithjieldy  gather  head. 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  MatthenvGoff, 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  country  and  your  lives. 
And  fo  farewel,  for  I  mull  hence  again.  \Exeunt» 

SCENE  changes  to  Cannon-Street. 

T.nter  Jack  Cade  and  the  rejiy  and  Jirikes  his  ftaff  on 

London-Stone. 
C<j^/  "l^TOW  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  city,  and  here 
J^l  fitting  upon  London-Stone^  I  charge  and 
command  that  of  the  city's  coll  the  pifling  conduit  run 
nothing  but  claret  wine  the  lirll  year  of  our  reign.  And 
now  hence-forward  it  fhall  be  treafon  for  any  that  calls 
me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  foldier  running. 
Sol.  Jack  Cade,  Jack  Cadet 

Cade.   Knock  him  down  there.  \They  kill  him. 

Weao).  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call   you 

Jack  Cade  more ;  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Dick. 
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Dick.  My  Lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together 
in  SfTiitbfeld. 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them  :  but  firfl 
go  and  fet  London-bridge  on  fire,  and  if  you  can,  burn 
down  the  Te-tuer  too.  Come,  let's  away.  ^Exeutit  oTtines* 

SCENE   changes   to   Smithfield. 

Alarum.    M2LtthQ'wGoSisJlain,andaIlthereJi,    Then 
enter  Jack  Cade  nvith  his  company. 

Cade.Q^  O,  Sirs :  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Sa- 
O  '^^J'  •  others  to  the  inns  of  courts,  down  with 
them  all. 

Dick.  I  have  a  fuit  unto  your  Lordfhip. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordihip,  thou  Ihalt  have  it  for  that 
word. 

Dick.  Only  that  the  laws  o(  England  may  come  out 
of  your  mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  law  then,  for  he  was 
thrufl  in  the  mouth  with  a  fpear,  and  *tis  not  wliole  yet. 

S?nith.^  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  llinking  law,  for  his 
breath  ftinks  with  eating  toafled  cheefe. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  ihall  be  (o.  Away, 
burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm;  my  mouth  ihall  be 
the  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  flatutes,  un- 
lefs  his  teeth  be  pull'd  out. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  fhall  be  in  com- 
mon. 

SCENE     VI. 

E7tter  a   Mejfenger. 

il/./  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize  f  here^s  the  Lord 
^ay  which  fold  the  town  in  France  ;  he  that  made  us 
pay  one  and  twenty  fifteens  and  one  {hilling  to  the 
pound,  the  laft  fubfidy.  ^ 

Enter  George  ivith  the  Lord  Say. 

C^^f.  Well,  he  fhall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times  ^ 

Ah,   thou  Say,    thou  ferge,    nay,  thou  buckram  Lord, 

now  an  thou  within  point-blank  of  our  jurifdidion  r«. 

^  2  gal. 
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gal.  Whatcanft  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  for  giving 
up  of  Normandy  unto  Monfieur  Bafimecu,  the  Dauphin 
of  France  ?  be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefe  prefents, 
even  the  prefence  of  Lord  Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  be- 
fom  that  muft  fweep  the  court  clean  of  fuch  filth  as 
thou  art:  thou  haft  moft  traiteroufly  corrupted  the 
youth  of  the  Realm  in  eredling  a  grammar-fchool ;  and 
whereas  before,  our  fore-fathers  had  no  other  books  but 
the  fcore  and  the  tally,  thou  haft  caufed  printing  to  be 
us'd  5  and  contrary  to  the  King,  his  crown  and  dignity, 
thou  haft  built  a  paper-mill.  It  will  be  prov'd  to  thy 
face  that  thou  haft  men  about  thee,  that  ufually  talk  of 
a  Noun  and  a  Verb,  and  fuch  abominable  words,  as  no 
chriflian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft  appointed 
Juftices  of  the  peace  to  call  poor  men  before  them,  about 
matters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwcr.  Moreover,  thou 
haft  put  them  in  prifon ;  and  becaufe  they  could  not 
read,  thou  haft  hang'd  them ;  when,  indeed,  only  for 
that  caufe  they  have  been  moft  worthy  to  live.  Thou 
doft  ride  on  a  foot-cloth,  doll  thou  not  ? 
Say,  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  let  thy  horfe  wear 
a  cloak,  when  honefter  men  than  thou  go  in  their  hofe 
and  doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  fhirt  too  ;  as  myfelf,  for  ex- 
ample, that  am  a  butcher. 

Say.   You  men  of  Kent  — 

Dick.  Wiiat  fay  you  Qi Kent? 

Say.  Nothing  but  this  :  'Tis  bona  terra,  Mala  gees. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,   away  with  him,  he  fpeaks 

latin. 

Say.  Hear  me  but  fpeak,  and  bear  me  whe~re  you  will. 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  C^far  writ. 
Is  term'd  the  civil'ft  place  of  all  this  ifle; 
Sweet  is  the  country,  becaufe  full  of  riches. 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  atlive,  wealthy. 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pitjr. 
I  fold  not  Maiml   I  loft  not  Normandy  ; 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lofe  my  life : 
Juftice  with  favour  have  I  always  done  ; 
fm  cr&  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could  aever : 
^    ^  When 
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When  have  I  aught  exafted  at  your  hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  realm  and  you. 
Large  gifts  have  I  bcftowM  on  learned  clerks ; 
Becaufe  my  book  preferred  me  to  the  King; 
And  feeing,  ignorance  is  the  curie  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heav!Ti, 
Unlefs  you  be  poflelt  with  dev'lifh  fpirits. 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me  : 
This  tongue  hath  parlied  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

Cade.   Tut,  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  blow  in  the  field  ? 
Say,  Great  men  have  reaching  hands  i,  oft  have  I 
ftruck 
Thofe  that  I  never  faw,  and  Uruck  them  dead. 

George.  O  monilrous  coward !  what,  to  come  behind 

follcs? 
Say.  Thefe  cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your 

good. 
Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'th'  ear,  and  that  will  make 

'em  red  again. 
Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  men's  Caufes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ficknefs  and  difeafes. 

Cade.  Yefhall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the^ 
help  of  a  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  doft  thou  quiver,  man  ? 
Say.  The  palfie,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 
Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  iliould  fay,  I'll  be 
€ven  with  you.     I'll  fee,  if  his  head  will  ftand  lleadier 
on  a  pole  or  no  :  take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  havt  I  offended  mofl? 
Have  I  affeded  wealth  or  honour  ?  fpeak. 
Are  my  chefts  fill'd  up  with  extorted  gold? 
Is  my  apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  feek  my  death? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  blood-fhedding  5 
This  brealt  from  harb'ring  foul  dec^tful  thoughts. 

O,  let  me  live !— 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfc  tn  my  felf  with  his  words ;  but 

I'll  bridle  it ;  he  fhall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  fo 

well  ibr  his  life.     Away  with  him,   he  has  a  Familiar 

under  his  tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  o'  God's  name.     Go, 

E.J  tik« 
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take  him  r.way,  I  fay,  and  ftrike  ofFhis  head  prefer  r^y  ; 
and  then  break  into  his  fon  in-Iaw's  houc,  Sir  James 
Cromer,  and  ftrike  oiF  his  head,  and  bring  them  Both 
upon  two  poles  hither. 

Jll.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah,  Country-men,    if  when   you  make  your 
prayVs, 
God  fhould  be  fo  obdurate  as  yourfelves. 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  life. 

Cade  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye: 
the  proudefl  Peer  of  the  PvCalm  fhall  not  wear  a  head  on 
his  Ihoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  tribute  i  there  fhall  not 
a  maid  be  married,  but  fhe  fhall  pay  me  her  maidenhead 
ere  they  have  it;  men  fhall  hold  of  me  in  Capite.  And 
we  charge  and  command,  that  their  wives  be  as  free  as 
heart  can  wifh,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

Dick.  My  lord,  when  fhall  we  go  to  Cheap/idcy  and 
take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  prefently. 

Jll.  O  brave! 

Enter  one  ijuith  the  beads. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  ?  Let  them  kifs  one  an- 
other ;  for  they  lov'd  well  when  they  were  alive :  Now 
part  .hem  again,  left  they  confult  about  the  giving  up 
of  fome  more  towns  in  Francs.  Soldiers,  defer  the  fpoil 
of  the  City  until  night ;  for  with  thefe  borne  before  us, 
inflead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through  the  ftreets,  and 
at  every  corner  have  them  kifs.     Away.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE     VII. 
Changes  to  Southwark. 

Alarum^  and  Retreat.     Enter  again  Cade,  and  all  his 

Rahblement. 
Cade.  T  T  P  Fijh-Jireet,  down  St.  Magnus'  Corner,  kill 
\^    and  knock  down ;  throw  them  into  Thames. 

[J  Parley  founded. 

What  noif«  is  this  I  hear? 

Dare 
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Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  retreat  or  parley. 
When  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  Buckingham  and  old  Clifford,  attended. 

Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb  thee : 
Know,  Cadey  we  come  AmbalTadors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons,  whom  thou  hall  mif-led  ; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  All, 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.   What  fay  ye,  Country-men,  will  ye  relent. 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilft  'tis  offer'd  you. 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths  ? 
Who  loves  the  Xing,  and  will  embrace  his  Pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay,  Godfa've  his  Majejfy! 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake. 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 

All.  God  fave  the  King !  God  fave  the  King  f 

Cade.  What,*  Buckhigham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo 
brave  ?  and  you,  bafe  peafants,  do  yc  believe  'em  ?  will 
you  needs  be  hang'd  with  your  pardons  about  your 
necks?  hath  my  fword  therefore  broke  through  London 
gates,  that  you  Ihould  leave  me  at  the  White-hart  in 
Southivark?  I  thought,  you  would  never  have  given  out 
thefe  arms,  'till  you  had  recovered  your  ancient  Freedom : 
but  you  are  all  recreants  and  daftards,  and  delight  to 
live  in  flavery  to  the  Nobility.  Let  them  break  your 
backs  with  burthens,  take  your  houfes  over  your  heads, 
ravilh  your  wives  and  daughters  before  your  faces.  For 
me,  I  will  make  fhift  for  one,  and  fo  God's  curie  light 
upon  you  all ! 

Jll.  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth. 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim,  you'll  go  with  him  ? 
Will  he  conduft  yoU  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneft  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes  ? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fpoil ; 
Unlcfs  by  robbing  of  your  friends  and  us. 
Were't  not  a  fhame,  that,  whilft  you  live  at  jar, 
Tli€  fearful  Trmchy  whom  you  late  van<iuifhed, 

E  4  ShowM 
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Should  make  a  Hart  o*er  Teas,  and  vanqulfli  you  \ 
Methinks,  already  in  this  civil  broil 
I  fee  them  lording  it  in  Lo»do^i  ilvccts. 
Crying,  Fillageoisf  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better,  ten  thoj.fand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry ; 
Than  you  fhouUl  floop  unto  a  Frenchman  s  mercy. 
To  France,  to  Fratice,  and  get  wha'c  you  have  loft; 
Spare  England ,  for  it  is  your  native  coaft 
^  Henry  hath  mercy,  you  are  llrcng  and  manly  : 
Gcd  on  our  iide,  doubt  not  of  vidory. 

All  A  Clifford!  a  Clifford!  we'll  follow  the  King 
jind  Clifford. 

Cade.  V/as  ever  feather  fo  Ifghtly  blown  to  and  fro, 
iis  this  multitude?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales 
them  to  an  hundred  mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me 
defolate.  I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together  to  furprizs 
Hie.  My  fvvord  m.ake  v/ay  for  me,  for  here  is  no  flaying ; 
in  dcfpight  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the  very 
midft  of  you  J  and  heavens  and  honour  be  witnefs,  that 
no  want  of  refolutionin  me,  but  only  my  followers  bafe 
and  ignominious  treafons  make  me  betake  me  to  my 
heels.  \F.xit\ 

Buck.  What,  is  he  fled?  go  fome,  and  follow  him. 
j^nd  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward. 

[Exeunt  fome  of  them. 
Follow  me,  foldiers ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  All  unto  the  King.         \Exeunt  rmnes, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Tr.e  Palace  at  KlUingworth. 

^ctiftd  tntmpets.     Enter  King  Henry,  ^een  Margaret, 

and  Somcrfet  on  the  Terras. 
K.  Henry.  fJTAS  ever  King  that  joy'd  an  earthly 

YY       throne, 
And  could  com-mand  no  more  content  than  I  ? 
No  fooncr  was  I  crept  cut  of  my  cradle. 


6  Henry  heth  M-onsy,]  V/s  Hiovi.W  read  mercy. 
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But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old: 
Was  never  Subjedl  longM  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  l^ong  and  wifh  to  be  a  Subjed. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  CliiFord. 
Buck.  Health,  and  glad  tidings  to  your  Majefty  f 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Buckingham,  is  the  traitor  Cade  fur* 
priz'd  ? 
Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  ftrong  ? 

Enter  multitudes  vjith  halters  about  their  necks, 
Clif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  pow'rs  do  yield  i  - 

And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks 

Expedt  your  highnefs'  doom  of  Jife  or  death. 

K.  He/rry.  Then,  heav'n,  fet  ope  thy  everlafling  gatcs^ 

To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife. 

Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives. 

And  Ihew'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  Country:. 

Continue  ftill  in  this  fo  good  a  mind. 

And  Henry,  though  he  be  unfortunate, 

Affure  yourfelves,  will  never  be  unkind : 

And  fo  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all,   .. 

1  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feveral  countries. 

JI/.  God  fave  the  King  !  God  fave  the  King  ? 

Enter  Mejpe?tger. 
Me/.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  to  be  advertifed. 
The  Duke  of  Tork  is  newly  come  from  Ireland s  : 
And  with  a  puifTant  and  mighty  pow'r 
Of  Gallow-glafTes  and  flout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array : 
And  ftill  prockimeth,  as  he  comes  along. 
His  Arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 
K.  Henry.  Thus   ftands  my  Hate,  *twixt  Cade  and 
York  diftreft  ; 
Like  to  a  fhip,  that,  having  'fcap'd  a  tempeft, 
7  Is  Ilraitway  claim'd  a;id  boarded  with  a  pirate. 

But 

7  lijirainvay  claim'd  andhoardednvith  a  pirate.']  So  the  Editions 

read ;  and  one  would  think  it  plain  enough  j  alluding  to  York's  claim 

to  the  cro  v/n.     Cade\  head- long  tumult  was  well  coinpared  to  a  tm  • 

E  5  peji. 
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But  now  is  CaJe  driv'n  back,  his  men  difpersM  ; 
And  now  is  Tork  in  arms  to  fecond  him. 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham^  go  and  meet  with  him. 
And  alk  him  what's  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms : 
Tell  him,  Fll  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tonfjer ; 
And,  Somerfety  we  will  commit  thee  thither. 
Until  his  army  be  difmiH  from  him. 

Som.  My  lord, 
rU  yield  myfelfto  prifon  willingly. 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K.  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms. 
For  he  is  fierce  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck.  I  will,  my  lord ;  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal. 
As  all  things  (hall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K.  Henry.  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern 
better ; 
For  yet  may  England  oix(q  my  wretched  Reign. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE    IX. 
JS  Garden  in  KENT. 

Enter  Jack  Cade. 
Cade.  \_2 1 E  on  ambitions ;  fie  on  my^ei?^  that  have 
_[/  a  fword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famifti.  Thefe 
five  days  have  I  hid  me  in  thefe  woods  and  durft  not 
peep  out,  for  all  the  Country  is  laid  for  me :  but  now 
am  I  fo  hungry,  that  if  I  might  have  a  leafe  of  my  life 
for  a  thoufand  years,  I  could  ilay  no  longer.  Where- 
fore on  a  brick-wail  have  I  climb'd  into  this  garden  to 
fee  if  I  can  cat  grafs,  or  pick  a  fallct  another  while, 
which  is  not  amifs  to  cool  a  man's  ftomach  this  hot 
weather;  and,  I  think,  this  word  fallet  was  born  to  do 

Pcjif  as  Term's  premeditated  rebellion  to  a  piracy.  But  fee  what 
it  is  to  be  critical;  Mr.  Theobald  fays,  claim"  d  (howXA  becalmed, 
bccaufe  a  calm  frequently  fiacceeds  a  tempefi.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but 
jiot  here,  if  the  King's  word  may  be  taken:  who  exprefly  fays, 
that  no  fooBer  was  Cade  driven  back,  but  Tork  appear'd  in 
awtis. 

But  ncnv  is  CSde  driv''n  back^  his  men  difperi^d^ 

And  wiv  is  York  in  arms  tofecind  him, 

me 


I 
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me  good;  for  many  a  time,  *  but  for  a  fallet,  my 
brain-pan  had  been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill ;  and  many 
a  time  when  I  have  been  dry,  and  bravely  marching,  it 
hath  fervM  me  inftead  of  a  quart-pot  to  drink  in  ;  and 
now  the  word  fallet  muft  ferve  me  to  feed  on. 
Enter  Iden. 
IJen,  Lord!  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  Couft, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  WalKs  as  thefe  ? 
This  fmall  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  Great  by  others'  waining ; 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy  ; 
Sufficeth,  That  I  have  maintains  my  Hate  ; 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  foil  come  to  feize  me 
for  a  ftray,  for  entring  his  fee-fimple  without  leave. 
Ah  villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me  and  get  a  thoufand 
crowns  of  the  King  by  carrying  my  head  to  him ;  but 
I'll  make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  oftridge,  and  fwallow 
my  fvvord  like  a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Iden.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not ;  why  then  Ihould  I  betray  thee  ? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden. 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds. 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  owner. 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcy  terms  ? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  by  the  beft  blood  that  ever  was 
broaeh'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on. me  well,  I 
have  eat  no  meat  thefe  five  days,  yet  come  thou  and  thy 
five  men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  as  dead  as  a  door  nail, 
I  pray  God,  I  may  never  eat  grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  {hall  ne'er  be  faid  while  Englafid &^ndsy 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  Efquire  of  Kent^ 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famifh'd  man. 
Oppofe  thy  ftedfaft  gazing  eyes  to  mine. 
See  if  thou  canll  out-face  me  with  thy  looks : 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  leffer : 

8  hut  for  a  fallet,  my  brain-pan ^  &c.]  A  falkt  by  corruption 
from  calatdy  a  helmet,  (fays  Siamer)  qttij  galea  iahttr  futrunt. 

Mr.  Pope. 

Thf 
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Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fift ; 

Thy  leg  a  flick,  compared  with  this  truncheon. 

My  foot  lliall  fight  with  all  the  ftrength  thou  hall; 

And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 

Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth  : 

(a)  As  for  more  words,  let  this  my  fword  report 

(Whofe  greatnefs  anfwers  words)  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  moil  compleat  champion  that 
ever  I  heard  Steel,  ifthou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut  not  out 
the  burly-bon'd  Clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere  thoufleep  in 
thy  fheath,  I  befeech  Jo've  on  my  knees  thou  may'ft  be 
turned  into  hobnails.  [Here  they  fight  ^  O  I  am  flain!  fa- 
mine, and  no  other,  hath  flain  me ;  let  ten  thoufand  devils 
come  againll  me,  and  give  me  but  the  ten  meals  I  have  lofl, 
and  I'd  defy  them  all.  Wither  garden,-and  be  henceforth 
a  burying-place  to  all  that  dodv/eil  in  this  houfe ;  becaufe 
the  unconquerM  foul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  1  have  flain,  that  monflrous  traitor  ? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed. 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  Ihall  this  blood  b'fe  wiped  from  thy  point. 
But  thou  flialt  wear  it  as  a  herald^s  coat, 
T'  emblaze  the  honour  which  thy  matter  got. 

Cade.  Iden,  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  viftory  :  tell 
Kent  from  me,  flie  hath  lofl:  her  bell  man ;  and  exhort  all 
the  world  to  be  cowards ;  for  I,  that  never  fear'd  any,  am 
vanquilhed  by  famine,  not  by  valour.  [^Dies, 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong^ll  me,  heaven  be  m/ 
judge ! 
Die  damned  wretch,  the  Curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee  : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword. 
So  wilh  J,  I  might  thrull  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  Ihall  be  thy  grave ; 
'And  there  cut  off  thy  mod  ungracious  head. 
Which  I  Will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  King, 
'Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 

[   [a)   A%  fir  mors  ivords,  Ut  this  my  fworci  rtf>cri,  &c.  Ox/crJ 

Edi:sr Vi»lg.    Ai  ftr  mon  -ivrnhf  'H'bofe  gnatnefs   anfiveri 

woras,  &C.J 

A  C  T 
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ACTV.     SCENE!. 

In  the  fields  near  London. 

Etiter  York,  and  his  army  <9/Irifh,  ^ith  drum  and  colours, 
Tork.\^^Oyi    Ireland  thus  comes  York  to  claim  his 

Jt*  Right, 

And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Henrys  head. 
Ringjl^ells,  aloud;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright^ 
To  entertain  great  England" ^  lawful  King ! 
Ah  Majefty  !  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule. 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold. 
I  cannot  give  due  adion  to  my  words. 
Except  a  {word,  or  fcepter,  ballance  it. 
A  fcepter  fhall  it  have,  have  I  a  foul. 
On  which  I'll  tofs  the  Flower-de-luce  of  France, 

Enter  Buckingham. 
Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  difturb  me  ? 
The  King  hath  fent  him,  fure :  I  mull  diffemble. 
Buck.  Tork,  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee  Vv'ell. 
Tork.  Humphry  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 
Art  thou  a  meffenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  A  melTenger  from  Henry  our  dread  Liege, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  jAmis  in  Peace  ? 
Or  why,  thou,  being  a  Subjed  as  I  am, 
Againft  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  fworn, 
Should'ft  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave  ? 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  fo  near  the  Court? 
Tork.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,   my  choler  is  fo" 
great. 
Oh!  I  could  hew  up  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abjefl  terms. 
And  now,  like  Jjax  Telamonius, 
On  fheep  or  oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury.  ^ Aftde 

I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  Kirg : 
More    like    a    King,      more   kingly    in   my 

thoughts. 
But  I  muft  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while 
'Till  Henry  be  more  weak  and  I  more  ilrong.    , 

O  Buck' 
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O  Buckingham  !  I  pr'y thee,  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  giv'n  no  anfwer  all  this  while  ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  caufe,  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither. 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace  and  to  the  State. 

Buck,  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part; 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end. 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand  : 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  To^joer, 

Tork.  Upon  thine  Honour  is  he  prifoner  ? 

Buck.  Upon  mine  Honour,  he  is  prifoner. 

Tork.   Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  difmifs  my  Power?, 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all  j  difperfe  yourfelves ; 
Meet  me  to  morrow  in  St.  George  i,  field. 
You  fhall  have  Pay,  and  every  thing  you  wifli. 
And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henrys 
Command  niy  eldeft  Ton,  nay,  all  my  fons. 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live; 
Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck.  Tork,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmiiTion, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefs'  tent.  [Exewit. 

SCENE    11. 

Changes  to  the  Kings  Pavilion, 

Enter  King  Hejiry,   and  Attendants.      Re-enter  Buck- 
ingham and  York,  attended. 

K,  Henry.'T^Uckingham,  doth  Tork  intend  no  Harm 

That  thhis  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

Tork.  In  all  fubmiffion,  and  humility, 
Tork  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs. 

K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe  forces  thou,  doft 

bring  ? 
Tork.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence. 
And  fight  againftthat  monftrous  Rebel  Cade; 
Whom,  fmce,  I  heard  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter 
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Enter  Iden  ixjith  Cade'/  head^> 

Iden.  If  onefo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition. 
May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  King, 
Lo,  I  prefent  your  Grace  a  traitor's  head ; 
The  head  of  Cade.,  whom  I  in  combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade  ?  great  God  f  how  jull 
art  thou  ? 
O,  let  me  view  his  vifage  being  dead. 
That,  living,  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend  ;  art  thou  the  man,  that  flew  him  ? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majelly. 

K.  Henry.   How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and   what  is   thy 
degree  ? 

Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name, 
A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  the  King. 

Buck.   So  pleafe  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not  amifs 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  fervice. 

K.  Henry.   Iden,  kneel  down  -,  rife  up  a  Knight : 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  marks. 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty. 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege  I        '     ' 

SCENE     III. 
Etiter  ^een  Margaret  and  Somerfet. 

K.  Henry.  See,  Buckingham,  Somerfet  comes  with  the 
Queen ; 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 

Q^Mar.  For  thoufand  Torks  he  fliall  not  hide  his 
bead. 
But  boldly  ftand  ?.nd  front  him  to  his  face. 

Tork.   How  now  ?  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  Tork,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifon'd  thoughts. 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet  P 
Falfe  King !  why  halt  thou  broken  faith  with  me. 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  no  King  : 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes. 
Which  durft  not,  no,  nor  canfl  not  rule  a  traitor. 

That 
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That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  Crown:' 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  pahner's  ftafr. 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fcepter. 
That  gold  muft  round  engirt  thefe  brows  of  mine, 
Whofe  fmile  and  frown  (like  to  Achilles'  fpear) 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  fcepter  up. 
And  with  the  fame  to  ad  controlling  laws : 
Give  place  ;  by  heaven,  thou  fhalt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him,  whom  heav'n  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Som.  O  monflrous  traitor  !  I  arreft  thee,  TorJ^, 
Of  capital  treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  Crown  ;  . 
Obey,  audacious  traitor,  kneel  for  grace. 

Tork.  Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  bail ; 
I  Would'H  have  me  kneel  ?  Firft,  let  me  aik  of  thefe. 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. 
I  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to- Ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  my  enfranchifement. 

Q^Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford^  bid  him  come  amain. 
To  fay,  if  that  the  ballard  boys  of  Tork 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

Tork.  O  blood- befpotted  Neapc litany 
Out-call  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  fcourge ! 
The  Sons  oiTork,  thy  Betters  in  their  Birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail,  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  furety  will  refufe  the  boys. 

Enter  Edward  and  Richard. 
See,  where  they  come  j  I'll  warrant,  they'll  make  it 
good. 

Enter  Clifford. 
Q^  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their  bail, 
Ciif,  Health  and  all  Happinefs  to  my  lord  the  King ! 
Tork.  I  thank  thee,   Clifford »  fay,  what  news  with 
thee  ? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look : 

I  TVould'fi  have  me  kneel?  Firft,  let  me  ajk  ofthefe, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bo-w  a  knee  to  man, 

Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  ny  bail.]  As  thefe  lines  have  hitherto 
ftood,  I  think  the  Cenfe  perplcx'dand  obfcure.  i  have  venturM  to 
tranfoofe  them,  and  make  a  flight  c^teratioOf 

We 


We  are  thy  Sovereign,  C/iford,  kneel  again  ; 
For  thy  miftaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif.  Tiiisis  my  King,  Tork,  I  do  not  miftakc; 
But  thou  millak'il  me  much,  to  think  I  do ; 
To  BeMam  with  hin.,  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  C/iJord,    a  ^^^/^/«   and  ambitiouS 
humour 
Makes  him  oppofe  himfelf  agamft  his  King. 

C/:f.  He  is  a  traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  crop  away  that  ftc\ious  pate  of  his 

Q.Mar.  He  is  arrelled,  but  will  not  obey  : 
His  fons,  he  fays,  (hall  give  their  words  for  him. 
rorL  Will  you  not,  ions  ? 

If  P/^».  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  ferve. 
k\  Plan.  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons 

fhalk 
Cl'if.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  vvc  here  I 
York.  Look  in  a  glafs,  and  call  thy  image  fo. 
I  am  thy  King,  and  thou  a  falfe-heart  traitor ; 
Call  hicher  to  the  ftake  my  two  brave  bears. 
That  with  the  very  Ihaking  of  their  chain* 
They  may  aftonifh  thefe  feli-lurkicg  curs; 
Bid  Sali/hury  and  IVarwick  come  to  me, 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  Saliibury. 

Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  bears?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  t<> 
death. 
And  manacle  the  bear-ward  in  their  chains. 
If  thou  dar'H  bring  them  to  the  baiting- placei 

R.  Plan.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'cr-weening  cur 
Run  back  and  bice,  becaufe  he  was  with-held  ; 
Who,  being  fuffer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw. 
Hath  clapt  his  tail  betwixt  his  legs  and  cry*d : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do. 
If  you  oppofe  yourfelves  to  match  lord  Warnuick. 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigeftcd  lump^ 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners,  as  thy  fhape. 

Tork,  Nay,  we  ihall  heat  you  thorowly  anon, 

Clif. 
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CUf.  Take  heed,  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  your 
felves. 

IL.  Henry,  Why,  Warimcky  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to 
bow  ? 
Old  Salijhury,  fhame  to  thy  filver  hair. 
Thou  mad  mil-leader  of  thy  brain-fick  Ton, 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 
'And  feek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpedlacles  ? 
Oh,  where  is  faith  ?  oh,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
If  it  be  baniftiM  from  the  frody  head. 
Where  ihall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? 
Wilt  raou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war. 
And  fhsme  thine  honourable  age  with  blood? 
Why,  ist  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ?. 
Or  wherefore  doil:  abufe  it,  if  thou  haft  it  I 
For  ihame,  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  mickle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  confider'd  with  myfelf 
The  Title  of  this  moft  renowned  Duke ; 
And  in  my  confcience  do  '•epute  his  Grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  J?;'arf/^»^'s  royal  Seat. 

K.  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  allegiance  unto  me  ? ' 

Sal.  I  have. 

K.  Henry.  Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  heav'n  for  fuch 
an  oath  ? 

Sal.  It  is  great  fm  to  fwear  unto  a  fin  ; 
But  greater  fm  to  keep  a  fmful  oath : 
'Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow 
To  do  a  murd'rous  deed,  to  rob  a  man. 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To-Avring  the  widow  from  her  cuftom'd  right. 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong. 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

Q^  Mar.  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  no  fophifter. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham^  and  bid  him  arm  himfelf, 

Tork.  Call  Buckingham  and  all  the  friends  thou  haft, 
I  am  refolv'd  for  death  or  dignity. 

Old  CUf.  The  firft  I  warrant  thee;  if  dreams  prove 
true. 

Wilt',  You  were  beft  go  to  bed  and  dream  again, 

To 
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To  keep  thee  from  the  tempeft  of  the  Held. 

OM  CUf.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  ftorm 
Than  any  thou  canft  coniure  up  to  day: 
And  chat  I'll  write  upon  thy  Burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  b/  thy  Houfe's  Badge. 

y/ar.  Now  by  my  father's  Badge,  old  NenjWi  CreS, 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  rugged  IlafF, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  Burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  ctdar  (hews. 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm,) 
Ev'n  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Clif   And  from  thy  Burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear. 
And  tread  it  under  foo'  witS  all  contempt, 
.Deipight  the  bear-ward,  that  protedls  the  bear. 

Y.  CUf.  And  fo  to  Arms,  viftorious  noble  father. 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  complices. 

R,  Plan.    Fie,    charity    for   fhame,   fpeak^  not    ia 
fpight. 
For  you  fhall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to  night. 

r.  CUf.   Foul  iligmatick,   that's   more   than  thou 
c?-nit  tell. 

iJ.  Flan.  If  not  inheav'n,  you'll  furely  fup  In  hell.  ^ 

\Exeunt,  f('verallf% 

SCENE    V. 
Changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle  at  St*  Albans. 

Enter  Warwick, 
War.  /Clifford  oi  Cumberland,  'tis  Warivtck  C2\hi 

V  y  And  if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
(Now  when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarum. 
And  dying  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air,) 
Clifford^  I  fay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me  ; 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  oi  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thse  to  arms,' 

Enter  York. 
War.  How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what  all  a-foot  ? 
Tork.  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  flew  my  Steed : ' 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him^ 

Aud 
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And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Ev'n  of  the  bonny  beail  lie  lov'd  fo  well. 

Enter  Clifford. 
War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
York.  Hold,    War-Mick:  feek  thee  out  fome  other 
chac>.% 
Fori  myfelf  muft  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then  nobly,    York'i    'tis  for  a  Crown  tliou 
fight'ft: 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to  day. 
It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  thee  unsflailM. 

.    {^Exit  War. 
Clif.  What  feell  thou  in  me,  York  ?  why  deft  thou 

paufe  ? 
York.  With  thy  brave  Bearing  fhould  I  be  in  love, . 
But  that  thou  art  fo  fall  mine  enemy. 

Clif.    Nor   Ihould    thy    Prowefs   want  praife    and 
eileem, 
But  that  'tis  ihewn  ignobly,  and  in  treafon. 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  now'  sgainft  thy  fword. 
As  I  in  Juflice  and  true  Right  cxprefs  it. 

Clif.  My  foul  and  body  on  the  aclion  both  ! 
York.  A   dreadful  lay,  addrefs  thee   inftantly. 

{Eight, 
Clif.   La  fin  couronne  les  cBwvres.  {Dies,. 

York.  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art 
^  ftill ; 
Eeace  with  his  foul,  heav'n,  if  it  be  thy  will.      {Exit: 
Enter  young  Clifford. 
Y.  Clif  Shame  and  confufion !  all  is  on  the  rout: 
Fear  frames  diforder  j  and  diforder  wounds, 
Where  it  Ihould  guard.     O  war  \  thou  fon  of  helJ, 
Whom  angry  heav'ns  do  make  their  miniHer, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance.     Let  no  foldier  flie. 
He,  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war. 
Hath  no  felf-love ;  for  he,  that  loves  himfelf. 
Hath  not  efientially,  but  by  circumilancc,  r 

The  name  of  valour.— O  let  the  vile  world  end,  I 

[Seeing  his  d^ad father. 
■     '•  *  And 
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^  And  the  premifed  flames  of  the  lafl  day- 
Knit  earth  and  heav'n  together  ! 
Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blaft. 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 
To  ceafe  !  V/afl  thou  ordained,  O  dear  father. 
To  loie  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  atchieve 
The  filver  livery  of  advifed  age  j    ^ 
And  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle  ?  Even  at  this  fight 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone  ;  and  while  'tis  mine. 
It  (hall  be  ftony .     rork  not  our  old  men  fpares  ; 
No  more  will  I  their  babes :  Tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  devv^  to  f  re  ; 
And  Beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims. 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity. 
Meet  I  an  Infant  of  the  Houfe  of  7'ork, 
Into  as  many  gobbits  will  I  cut  it. 
As  wild  Me^^ea  young  Ahfyrtm  did. 
In  cruelty  will  I  feek  out  my  fame. 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  ofoldC//^or/s  Houfe: 
As  did  ^neas  old  Anchifes  bear. 
So  I  bear  thee  upon  my  manly  fhoulders  ; 
But  then  Mneas  bare  a  living  load. 
Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thde  woes  of  mine. 

\Exitf  hearing  off  hh  Father, 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet  and  Somerfet,  to  fight. 

R.  Plan.  So,  lye  thou  there  :  [Somerfet  is  h'/Pd, 

For  underneath  an  ale-honfe'  paltry  Sign; 
The  Caftle  in  St.  Alhans,  Somerfet 
Hath  m^ade  the  Wizard  famous  in  his  death ; 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper ;  heart,  be  wrathful  Hill : 
Priefls  pray  for  enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 

{Exit  Richard  Plantagenet, 

2  And  the  y^xcm^t^  fiamei ]   Pre^mfed,  for  fent  befrr^  their 

±^e.     The  feafe  is,  let  the  flames  referved  for  the  lafl  day  \y",  fcnt 

BOW. 

SCENE 
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Fight,     Excurjions.     Enter  King  Henry,  ^leen  Mar- 
garet, and  others. 

Q^Mar*  Away,  my  lord,  you  are  flow i  forfliame, 

away. 
K.  Henry.   Can   we    out-run   the    heav'ns!    good 

Marg'ret,  ftay. 
Q^Mar,  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  not  fight, 
nor  fly  : 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom  and  defence. 
To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

\_Alarum  afar  offi 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  fliould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes  j  but  if  we  haply  fcape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  negleiH:,) 
We  fliall  to  London  get,  where  you  are  lov'd  ; 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes  made. 
May  readily  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Clifford. 
Clif.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet, 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy,  erej^id  you  fly ; 
But  fly  you  mufl::  incurable  difcomfit 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  ^  of  all  our  prefent  party. 
Away,  for  your  relief i  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give. 
Away,  my  lord,  away  !  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.     "Retreat.    Enter  York,  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Warwick,  and  Soldiers,  fwith  Drum  and  Colours* 

To7-k.  Of  Salijbury,  who  can  report  of  him  ? 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contufions  4  and  all  bruife  of  time  ; 
And,  like  a  Gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth. 
Repairs  him  with  occafion.     This  happy  day 

3  •— cf  all  our  prefent  VAKT'i.']  We /hould  read,  PAH  T  Y. 

4  I    and  all  BRUSH  of  rmf  j]  We  fhould  read,  bkvtsz* 
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Is  not  itfelf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
liSaliJbury  be  loft. 

R.  Plan.  My  noble  father. 
Three  times  to  day  I  help  him  to  his  horfe. 
Three  times  beftrid  him  j  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Perfuaded  him  from  any  further  adl : 
But  ftill,  where  danger  was,  ftiil  there  I  met  him  5 
And,  like  rich  Hangings  in  an  homely  houfe. 
So  was  his  Will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But  noble  as  he  is,  look,  where  he  comes. 
Enter  Salifbory. 

ZaL  Now,  by  my  fword,  well  haft  thou  fought  tO 
day; 
By  th'  Mafs,  fo  did  we  all.     I  thank  you,  Richard, 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  to  day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  That  which  we  have  ; 
'TIs  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled. 
Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  nature. 

York.  1  know,  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them  ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  Court  of  Parliament. 
Let  us  purfue  him,  ere  the  Writs  go  forth. 
What  fays  lord  IVarnvick,  ftiall  we  after  them  ? 

War.  After  them  !  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can.' 
Now  by  my  hand,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day. 
St.  Albans'  battle,  won  by  famous  Tork, 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. 
Sound  drum  and  trumpets,  and  to  London  all. 
And  more  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befall  f         [Extmh 
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ACT     I.      SCENE    I. 
LONDON. 

Alarum.    Enter  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard,  Nor- 
folk, Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers, 

Wa  rwi  ck. 
Wonder,  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  hands ! 

Tork.  While  we  purfu'd  the  horfemen  of  the 
north. 

He  flily  ftole  awry  and  left  his  men : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat^ 
Chear'd  up  the  drooping  army;  and  himfejf. 
Lord  Clifford^  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breaft. 
Charged  our  main  battle's  front ;  and,  breaking  in. 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  common  foldiers  fiain. 

Ed^jj.  Lord  Stafford^  father,  Duke  Q^  Buckingham, 
Is  either  flain  or  wounded  dang'roufly. 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  down-right  blow  : 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

Mont.   And,  brother,   here's  the  Earl  o(  Wilt/hire* z 
blood  ; 
Whom  I  encountered,  as  the  battles  join'd  ; 

Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did 

\Thro"jjing  doivn  the  Duke  o/' Somerfet'/  Head* 
Tork.  Richard  hath  befl  deferv'd  of  ail  my  Sons : 

1   TJie  third  part"]   Firft  printed  under  the  title  of  the  true  tragedy  of 

Rxhard  Duke  of  York,  and  the  good  King  Henry  thefixtb,  cr  thefeccnd 

part  ofthi  Contention  ktween  York  and  Lar*caller,  1 590.     Mr,  Pope 
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Is  his  Grace  dead,  my  lord  oi  Bomerfet? 

Norf.   Such  hope  have  alJ  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt  1 

Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  fhake  King  Hemjs  head. 

War,  And  fo  do  I.      Vi<ftorious  Prince  of  Tork, 
Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  that  Throne, 
Which  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancajier  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  heav'n,  thefe  eyesihall  never  ck)fc. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  that  fearfjl  King, 
And  this  the  regal  Seat  j  poiTefs  it,  Tm-k  ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henry's  heirs'. 

^''ork.  Affifl  me  then,  fweet  Warnjuick,  and  I  will ; 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  affift  you  i  he,  that  fdes,  fhall  die, 

Tork.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk ;  ftay  by  me,  my  lords  5 
And,  foldiers,  Hay  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

[They  go  up. 

War.  And  when    the  King  comes,    offer   him    no 
violence ; 
Unlefs  he  feek  to  thrull  you  out  by  force. 

Tork.  The  Queen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 
But  little  thinks,  we  fhall  be  of  her  Council ; 
By  words  or  blows  here  let  us  win  our  Right. 

Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  ftay  within  this  hcufe. 

War,  The  bloody  Parliament  fhall  this  be  calPd, 
Unlefs  Vlantagenety  Duke  of  York,  be  King  ; 
And  bafhful  Henry  depos'd  j  whofe  cowardife 
Hath  made  us  By-words  to  our  enemies. 

York,  Then  leave  me  not;  my  lords,  be  refolute; 
I  mean  to  take  pof  elTion  of  my  Right. 

War.  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that  loves  him  beft. 
The  proudefl  he  that  iiolds  up  Lancajier ^ 
Dares  ftir  a  v.  ing,  if  War-vjick  fhake  his  bells, 
rii  plant  Plantagenett  root  him  up,  v/ho  dare  : 
Refolvethce,  Richard-,  claim  the  £«^/i/^ Crown. 

SCENE    II. 

Zntsr  King  Henry,  Cliitord,  Northumberland,  W'eft- 
morland,  Exeter,  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords,  look  where  the  Hurdy  Rebel  iit% 
Even  I'i^  the  chair  of  State  j  belike,  ke  means 

(Back'd 
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(Back'd  by  the  Power  of  Warivick,  that  falfe  Peer,) 
T'afpire  unto  the  Crown,  and  reign  as  King. 
Earl  of  Northumberland^  he  flew  thy  father ; 
And  thine,  Lord  Clifford ;  and  you  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  fons,  his  fav'rite?,  and  his  friends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  heav'ns  be  reveng'd  on  me  f 

Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  C/I ford  mourn  infleeL 

JTeJ}.  What,  ihall  we  fufFer  thi's  ?  let's  pluck  Ijim 
down  ; 
My  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Wcp:7noyla7id. 

Clif.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  fuch  is  he : 
He  durft  not  fit  J  ere,  had  your  father  liirM. 
My  gmciou;  lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  u=  alBil  the  Family  of  York. 

North.  Well  haft  thou  fpoken,  Coufm,  be  it  {o. 

K.  Jienry.  Ah !  know  you  rot,  the  City  favours  them,  • 
And  they  have  troops  of  Ibldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe.  But  v;hen  the  Duke  is  llain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 

K.  Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry\. 
heart. 
To  make  a  Shambles  of  the  Parliament-houfe. 
Coufm  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words  and  threats, 
Sh-W  be  the  -,var  that  Hmry  means  to  ufe. 
Thou  faaiouE  Duke  of  Tori:,  defcend  my  Throne; 

And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet : 
I. am  thy  Sovereign, 

Tork.  Thou'rt  deceir'd,  Tm  thine. 

Exe.  For  Ihame  come  down  :  he  made  thee  Duke  of 

Tork. 
1%-k.  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  Kingdom  is. 
Exe.  Thy  farher  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
In  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 

Clif  Whom  ihould  he  follow,  but  his  natural  King  ? 
War.  True,    Clifford',  and  that's  P.ichard  Duke  of 

Tork. 
K.  Henry.  And  fhall  I  ftand,    and    thou  fit  in  mv 
Throne?  ' 

Tr^'h  It  mull  and  fhall  be  fo,  content  thyfelf. 

F  3  *     War. 
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War.  Be  Duke  of  Lancafier^  let  him  be  King. 

IVeft.    He  is  both  King,  and  Duke  o^  Lancajier  ; 
And  that  the  lord  of  Wejimorland  fhall  maintain. 

War,  And  Warivick  ihall  difprove  it>     You  forget,- 
That  we  are  thofe,  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field. 
And  flew  your  fathers,  and  with  Colours  fpread 
MarchM  through  the  city  to  the  Palace-gates. 

North.  No,  Warnjuick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grie^ 
And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  thy  Houfe  ihall  rue  it. 

Weji.  ?lantagenet,  of  thee  and  thefe  thy  fons. 
Thy  kinfmen  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives. 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Clif.   Urge  it  no  more ;  left  that,  inftead  of  words, 
I  fend  thee,  Warni:ick,  l^ach  a  mefienger. 
As  fhall  revenge  his  death  before  I  ftir. 

War.  Poor    Clifford!    how  I    fcorn   his    worthlefs 
threats. 

York.  Will  you,  v/e  fhew  our  Title  to  the  Crown  ? 
If  not,  our  fv/ords  fhall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

}L.  Henry.  Wliat  Title    haft   thou,    traitor,    to    the 
crown  ? 
Thy  father  WaS,  Ji5  thou^rt,  Duke  Of  fork ; 
Thy  grandfather  Ro^^er  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March, 
I  am  the  fon  oi  Henry  the  Fifth, 
V/ho  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  Trench  to  ftocp. 
And  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  Trance,  fith  thou  haft  loft  it  all. 

K.  Henry.  The  lord  Proteaor  loft  it,  and  not  1  ; 
When  I  was  crov/ii'd,  1  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  metliinl:% 
you  lofe  : 
'Father,  tear  the  Crown  from  the  Ufurper's  head. 

Ed-vj.  Sweet  father,  do  fo  ;  fet  it  on  your  head. 

Mont.  Good  brother,  as  thou  loV'ft  and  honour'ft 
arm?, 
Xet's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich,  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  Khig  will 
fly. — 

York.  Sons,  peace. 

K.  -Henry,  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henryltzst  to 

fpeak. 

U  ar. 
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IVar.   Plantagenet  (hall  fpeak  firft  :  hear  him,  lords. 
And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too ; 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  Ihall  not  live. 

K.  Henry.  Think 'ft  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my  kingly 
Throne, 
Wherein  my  grandfire  and  my  father  fat  ? 
No  :  firft  (hall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm  ; 
Ay,  and  their  Colours,  often  borne  in  France, 
And  now  in  England  to  our  hearts  great  forrow, 
Shall  be  my  winding  fheet :  why  faint  you,  lords  ? 
My  Title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

If^ar.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  {halt  be  King. 

K.  Henry.   Henry  the  Fourth   by  conqueft   got    the 
crown. 

Tork.  ' Twas  by  Rebellion  againft  his  King. 

K.  Henry.  I  know  not  what  to  fa)%  my  Title's  weak: 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  heir  ? 

Tork.  What  then  ? 

K.  Henry.  And  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  King  : 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Refign'd  the  Crown  to  Hetrry  the  Fourth  j* 
Whofe  heir  my  father  was,  and  i  am  his. 

Tork.  He  rofe  againft  h:'m,  being  his  o-^vereign. 
And  made  him  to  refi^     his  Crown  perforce. 

JVar.  Suppofe,  my  lords,  .he  did  it  uncondrain'd. 
Think  you,  'r.were  prejudicial  to  his  Crown  ? 

Exe.  No,  for  he  could  not  fo  relign  his  Crown, 
But  that  the  next  heir  ftiould  fucceed  and  reign. 

K.  Henry.  Art  thou  againft  us,  Duke  of  Exeter  f 

Exe.  His  is  the  Right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

Tork.  Why  whifper  you,  my  lords,  and  anfwer  not? 

Exe.  My  confcience  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  King. 

K.  Henry.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him, 

"North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  Claim  thou  lay'ft. 
Think  not,  that  Henry  ftiall  be  fo  deposed. 

War.  Depos'd  he  fhall  be,  in  defpight  of  thee. 

North.  Thou   art  deceiv'd :    'tis   not  thy  foutherft^ 
Power 
Of  EJfexy  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent, 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud, 
i'an  fet  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me. 

F  4  CllJ, 
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Clif.  King  Benry^  be  thy  Title  right  or  wrong. 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence ; 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive. 
Where  I  Ihall  kneel  to  him,  that  flew  my  father  ! 

K.  Henry.  Oh   Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my 
heart ! 

York.  Henry  of  Lancafter,  refign  thy  Crown : 
What  matter  you,  or  what  confpire  you,  lords  ? 

PFar.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  Duke  of  Tork^ 
Or  I  will  fill  this  Houfe  with  armed  men  ; 
And,  o*er  the  Chair  of  State,  where  now  he  fits. 
Write  up  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 
[HeJIampnvith  his  foot,  andthefoldiersjhenv  them/ehss. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  JVaravick,  hear  me  but  one 
word  J 
Let  me  but  reign  in  Quiet,  while  I  live. 

Tork.  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me  and  to  mine  heir*,  - 
And  thou  ihalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'ft. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet* 
Enjoy  the  Kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

Clif.  V/hat  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince  your  Ton  ? 

War.   V/hat  good  is  this  to  England  znA  himfelf  ? 

IVcfi.  Bafe,  fcarrlii  and  defpairing  Henry  / 

Clif  How  had  thou  injur'd  both  thyfelf  and  us  f 

J'FiJt.  I  cannot  ibiy  to  hear  tlieie  articles. 

North.   Nor  I. 

Clif  Come,  Couiln,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  ne-vs. 

Weji.  Farewel,  faint-hearted  and  degen'rate  King, 
In  whofe  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  houfe  of  Tork  ; 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  !  ■ 

Clif  In  dreadful  war  m.ay'ft  thou  be  overcome. 

Or  live  in  p e.ice  abandon'd  and  dcfpisM  f 

{Exeunt  Nor.  Clif.  Weflm^ 

SCENE     III. 

War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 
Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield*- 

K.  Henry.   Ah,  Exeter  ! 

War.  Why  fhould  you  figh,  my  lord  ? 

K.  Henry., 
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K.  Henry.  Not  for  myfelf.   Lord  Wari^ich,  but  my 
fon  ; 
Whom  I  unnaturally  fiiall  difinherit. 
But  be  it,  as  it  may  j  I  here  entail 
The  Crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever  ; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  ceafe  this  Civil  War  j  and,  whilft  I  live. 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Sovereign  : 
Neither  by  treafon  nor  hoftility 
To  feek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thyfelf. 

Tork.  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 
War,   Long  live  King  Henry  !  Plantagenet,  embrace 

him. 
K.  Henry.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  forward 

fons  f 
Tork.  Now  Tork  and  Lane  after  are  reconcird. 
Exe.  Accurft  be  he,  that  feeks  to  make  them  foes? 

\^onet.      Hire  they  come  doujn^ 
Tork.  Farewel,  my  gracious  lord,  I'll  fo  my  Caftle. 
War    And  I'll  keep  Z(?;?^<3/;  with  my  foldiers. 
Norf.    And  J  to  Norfolk  witli  my  followers. 
Mont.  And  I  unto  the  lea,  from  whence  I  came. 

\_Exeiott  York.  War.  Norf  ^«^  Mont. 
K.  Henry.  And  I  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court. 

Enter  the  ^leen,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  Queen,   vvhofe  looks  bewray 
her  anger : 
I'll  ileal  away. 

K.  Henry.  So,   Exeter,  \v AW.       .  [Goinv. 

^een.  Nay,  go  not  from  me ;  I  will  follow  thee  — 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  ftay. 

^een.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extreams  ? 
Ah,  wretched  man !  would  1  had  dy'd  a  maid. 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  borne  thee  fon. 
Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  father. 
Hath  he  deferv'd  to  lofe  his  birth-right  thus  ? 
Hadft  thou  butlov'd  him  half  fo  well  as  I,  ' 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once. 
Or  nourilht  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  ,• 
Thou  wouldft  have  left  thy  deareil  heart-blood  there, 

P  5  Rather 
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Rather  than  made  that  favage  Duke  thine  heir. 
And  difinherited  thine  only  fon. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me  : 
If  you  be  King,,  why  fhould  not  I  fuccecd? 

K.  Henry.  Pardon  me,  Margret-y  pardon  me,  fv/eet  fonj 
The  Earl  of  IVarivick  and  the  Duke  enforc'd  me. 
^een.  Enforc'd  thee  ?  art  thou  King,  and  wilt  be 
forcM  ? 
I  fhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak  ;  ah,  tim'rous  wretch ! 
Thou  haft  undone  thyfelf,  thy  fon,  and  me  ; 
And  given  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork  fuch  head. 
As  thou  {halt  reign  but  by  their  fufferance. 
To  entail  him  and's  heirs  unto  the  Crown, 
What  is  it  but  to  make  thy  Sepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick  is  Chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais ; 
Stern  Fauhonhridge  comm.ands  the  narrow  Seas ; 
The  Duke  is  made  Protedlor  of  the  Realm ; 

And  yet  Ihalt  thou  be  fafe  ? fuch  fafety  finds 

The  trembling  lamb,  invironed  with  wolves. 

Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman. 

The  foldiers  fhould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes. 

Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  A61. 

But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  life  before  thine  honour : 

And,  feeing  thou  doit,  I  here  divorce  myfelf 

Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed  ; 

Until  that  aft  of  Parliament  be  repealed. 

Whereby  my  fon  is  difinherited. 

The  northern  lords,   that  have  forfworn  thy  Colours, 

Win  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee- them  fpread: 

And  fpread  they  Ihall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace. 

And  utter  ruin  of  the  Houfe  of  York. 

Thus  I  do  leave  thee ;  come.  Son,  let's  away  ; 

Our  army's  ready  ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Henry.  Scay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

^een.  Thou  hail  fpoke  too  much  already;  get  thee 
gone. 

K.  Henry.  Gentle  fon  Edivard,  thou  wilt  flay  with 
me? 

^ueen.  Ay,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  enemies. 

Prince,  When  I  return  with  viftory  from  the  field, 
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V\\  fee  your  Grace  j  *till  then  I'll  foIIowTicr. 

^icen.  ComCj  fon,  away  ;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[_Exeunt  ^een  and  Prince, 
K.  Henry.  Poor  Queen,   how  love  to  me  and  to  her 
fon 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage  ! 
Reveng'd  may  fhe  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  fpirit,  winged  with  defire, 
*  Will  coail:  my  crown;  and,  like  an  empty  eagle. 
Tire  on  the  fleili  of  me  and  of  my  fon  ! 
The  lofsof  thofe  three  lords  torments  my  heart; 
ril  write  unto  them,  and  intreat  them  fair  ; 
Come,  Coufm,  you  fhall  be  the  meffenger. 
Exe.  And,  as  I  hope,  fhall  reconcile  them  all. 

[Exeuftt. 
SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  Sandal-C^A',  near  Wakefield,  in  Yorkfhire, 

Enter  Pvichard,  Edward,  and  Montague. 

i?/./j'.T>ROTHER,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me 
JO  leave. 

Edtij.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Mont.  But  I  have  reafons  ilrong  and  forcible. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

Vork.  Why  how  now,  fons  and  brother,  at  a  flrife  ? 
•What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  firft  ? 

Edu.':.  No  quarrel,  but  a  fvveet  contention. 

Tork.  About  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  Grace  and  us ; 
The  Crown  of  England^  father  ;  which  is  yours. 

Tork.  Mine,  boy  ?  not  'till  King  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich:  Your  Right  depends  not  on  his  life  or  deatli. 

Ediv.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 
By  giving  th'  Houfe  aihancafier  leave  to  breathe, 
Jt  will  out-run  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York.  I  took  an  oath  that  he  Ihould  quietly  reign. 

EdiM.  But  for  a  Kingdom  any  oath  may  be  broken : 

X  Will  z^^t  ni^Qrvwn\-^^  R.ead  coast,  i.  c*  hover  over  If . 

I'd 
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rd  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No  ;  God  forbid,  your  Grace  {hould  be  for- 
fworn. 

Tork.  I  fiiall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich,  rii  prove  the  contrar}%  if  you'll  hear  me  fpeak  i 

Tork.  Thou  can' ft  not,  fon ;  it  is  impoflible. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magiftrate  ; 
That  hath  authority  o'er  him,  that  fwears, 
Henry  had  none ;  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 
Then,  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe. 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous ; 
Therefore,  to  arms :  and,  father,  do  but  think 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown  ; 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reft. 
Until  the  white  Rofe,  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry  •&  heart. 

Tork.  Richard,  enough :  I  will  be  King,  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  ftialt  to  London  prefently. 
And  whet  on  Warnjcick  to  this  enterprizc. 
Thou,  Richard,  ftialt  to  th'  Duke  of  Norfolk  go. 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edivard,  ftiall  unto  my  lord  Cohham, 
With  whom  the  KentiJJjmen  Vvill  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  truft ;  for  they  are  foldiers. 
Wealthy  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  fpirit. 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more 
But  that  I  feek  occafion  how  to  rife  ? 
And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift. 
Nor  any  of  the  Houfe  oiLancafier* 

Enter  MeJJenger, 
But  ftay,  what  news  ?  why  com'ft  thou  in  fuch  poft  ^ 
Gab.  The  Queen,  with  all  the  northern  Earls  and 
Lords, 
Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  caftle. 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  men  ; 
And  therefore  fortiiie  your  Hold,  my  lord. 

Tork. 
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York.  Ay, with  my  fword.    What !  think'll. 

thou  that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edn^jard^Xi^  Richard,  you  fliall  ftay  with  me  S 
My  brother  Montague  ihall  poll  to  Lojidon, 
Let  noble  JVar^zvkX  Cobkam,  and  the  reft. 
Whom  we  have  left  Proteftors  of  the  King, . 
With  powerful  policy  ftrengthen  themfelves,. 
And  truft  not  fimple  Henry  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go ;  Til  win  them,  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Montague/ 

Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

Tork.  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortijner,  mine  uncles. 
You  are  come  to  Sa?tdal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  fliall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the 

field. 
Tork.  What,  with  fivethoufand  men? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman's  General ;  what  ftiould  we  fear  ? 

\_A  March  afar  off: 
Ed-i<j.  I  hear  their  drums :  let's  fet  our  men  in  order,. 
And  iffue  forth  and  bid  them  battle  ftrait. 

Tork.  Five  men  to  twenty  \  though  the  odds  be  great^ 
I  doubt  not.  Uncle,  of  our  vidory. 
Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one: 
Why  {hould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs  ? 

[Alarum.     Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

A  Field  of  Battle  hetn^ixt  Sandal-C^//^  ^«^  Wakefield. 

Enter  Rutland  and  his  Tutor. 
Rut.    A  H,  whither  Ihall  I  fly,  to  Tcape  their  hands  ? 
2\,  Ah,   Tutor,   look,  where    bloody  Cltjora 
comes. 

Enter  Clifford,  and  Soldiers. 
Clif,  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priefthood  faves  thy  life  i 
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As  for  the  Brat  of  this  accurfed  Duke, 
Whofe  father  flew  my  father,  he  fliall  die. 

Alitor.  And  r,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

CUf.  Soldiers,  away,  and  drag  him  hence  perforce. 

Tutor.  Ah  !   Clifford,  murther  not  this  innocent  child, 
Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit,  drag'd  off, 

CUf.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already?  or,  is  it  fear 
That  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes  ?  I'll  open  them. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  Lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws  j 
And  fo  he  walks  infulting  o'er  his  prey. 
And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  afunder. 
Ah  gentle  Clff^rd,  kill  me  with  thy  fword,. 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  threatning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford^  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die  : 
I  am  too  mean  a  Subjed:  of  thy  wrath. 
Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

CUf.  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  boy :  my  father's 
blood 
Hath  ftopt  the  paffage  where  thy  words  fliould  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open't  again : 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  coape  with  him. 

CUf  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,    their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  Revenge  fufhcient  for  me : 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves. 
And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains. 
It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafe  my  heart* 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork 
Is  as  a  Fury  to  torment  my  foul : 
And  'till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
Therefore 

Rut.  O  let  me  pray,  before  I  take  my  death : 
To  thee  I  pray fweet  CUfford,  pity  me. 

CUf   Such  pity,  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm ;  why  wilt  thou  flay  me  > 

CUf  Thy  father  hath. 

Rut.  But  'twas,  ere  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  fon,  for  his  fake  pity  me  j 
Left  in  revenge  thereof,  (fith  God  is  juft) 

He 
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He  be  as  mlferably  flain  as  I. 

Ah,  let  me  live  in  prifon  all  my  days. 

And  when  I  give  occafion  of  oiFence, 

Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hall  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe! 
Thy  father  flewmy  father,  therefore  die.   \QX\i.Jials  htm. 
Rut.    ^  Dii  faciant^laudis  fiimmafit  ijiatucsl   \I)tes,' 
Clif.  Plantagenet,  I  come,  Plantagenet  I 
And  this  thy  fon's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  weapon,  'till  thy  blood, 
Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.     \Exit* 

SCENE     VI.' 

Alarum.     Enter  Richard  Duke  (7/*York/ 
York.  The  Army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  field : 
My  Uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me. 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  Back,  and  fly  like  fhips  before  the  wind. 
Or  lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarved  wolves. 
My  Sons,  God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them ; 
But  this  I  know,  they  have  dem.ean'd  themfelvcs 
Like  men  born  to  Renown,  by  life  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me. 
And  thrice  cry'd.  Courage,  father !  fight  it  out : 
And  full  as  oft  came  EdnKiard  to  my  fide. 
With  purple  falchion  painted  to  the  hilt    -' 
In  blood  of  thofe,  that  had  encountered  him  : 
And  wher  the  hardiefl  warriors  did  retire, 
Richard  cry'd.  Charge !  and  give  no  foot  of  ground  5 
And  cry'd,  a  Crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  tomb, 
A  Scepter  or  an  earthly  Sepulchre. 
With  this  we  charg'd  again ;  but  out !  alas. 
We  bodg'd  again ;  as  I  have  feen  a  Swan 
With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againil  the  tide. 
And  fpend  her  flrength  with  over-matching  waves. 

\_AJhort  alarum  njoithin. 
Ah  !  hark,  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue. 
And  I  am  faint  and  cannot  fly  their  fury, 

3  Diifadantj  &c.— ]  Ovid. 

And 


Ill  Tke  "third  Part  of 

And.  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fuiy. 
The  fands  are  number 'd,  that  make  up  my  life  ; 
Here  mufl  I  flay,  and  here  my  life  mull  end. 

Enter  the  ^een,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  the  Prince 

of  WiJes,  and  Soldiers. 
Come,  bloody  CUffordy  rough  Northumberland, 
I  dareyour  quenchleis  fury  to  rr.ore  Rage  : 
I  am  your  Bute,  and  I  abide  your  Shot. 

North.  Yield  to  cur  Mercy,  proud  Plantagenet, 

Clif.   Ay,  to  fuch  Mercy  as  his  ruthiefs  arm 
With  downright  payment  fheT^  'd  unto  my  father.  . 
Now  P^^^/o^  hath  tumbled  from  his  Car, 
And  m.aae  an  evening  at  the  noon-tide  prick. 

York.   My  afhes,  as  the  Phcenix,  may  bring  forth. 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  Hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heav'n. 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afrlift  me  with. 
Why  come  yoQ  not?  what!  rnuUitudes  and  fear  ? 

Clif.  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  farther; 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcon's  piercing  talons  j 
So  dcfp'rate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives. 
Breathe  out  inveftives  'gainil  the  officers. 

York    Oil  Clifford^  but  bethink  thee  once  again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  ; 
And,  if  thou  canlt  for  blulhing,  view  this  face. 
And  bite  thy  tongue  that  ilanders-  him  with  cowardife, ' 
Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint,  and  fly  ere  this. 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word, 
Bui  buckle  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one. 

^ieen.  Hold,  valiant  C//^c?r^/;  for  a  thoufand  caufes 
I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life  : 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf;  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland .  ' 

North.  Hold,  Clifford',  do  not  honour  him  fomuclr,.. 
To  prick  thy  f  nger,  though  to  wound  his  heart. 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thruft  his  hand  betv.'een  his  teeth. 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
^  It  is  war's  praife  to  take  all  vantages  j 


4  It  iiwar^s  prize— -J  Read  fraise. 


And- 
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And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  fo  ftrives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin; 

l^orth.  So  doth  the  cony  ftruggle  in  the  net. 

[7«  the  Struggle  York  is  taken  Prifoner* 

York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  booty  j 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  fo  o'er-matcht. 

l^orth.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him 
now? 

^een.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  2x1^  Northumberland, 
Come  make  him  Hand  upon  this  mole-hill  here  ; 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  out-ftretched  arms. 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand. 
What !  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's  King  ?' 
Was't  you,  that  revelPd  in  our  Parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  Defcent  ? 
Where  are  your  mef^  of  fons  to  back  you  now. 
The  wanton  Edivard,  and  the  lufty  George?  ^ 
And  Where's  that  valiant  crook-backM  Prodigy^ 
Dicky  your  boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in  mutinies  f 
Or,  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland? 
Look,  Torki  I  ftain'd  this  napkin  with  the  blood. 
That  valiant  Clifford  WLXh.  his  rapier's  point 
Made  ifiue  from  the  bofom  of  the  boy  : 
And  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 
Alas !  poor  Tork  ;  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  ftiould  lament  thy  miferable  ilate. 
I  pr'ytliee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  Tork. 
What,  hath  tiiy  fiery  heart  fo  parcht  thine  Entrails, 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  Ihould'ft  be  mad  ; 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus : 
Stamp,  rave  and  fret,  that  T  may  fmg  and  dance. 
Thou  would'ft  be  fee'd,  I  fee,  to  make  mefport: 
Tork  cannot  fpeak,  .uniefs  he  wear  a  Crown. 
A  Crown  for  Tork — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him  ; 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. 

[^Putting  a  Paper  Croivn  on  his  head. 
Ay,  marry.  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King  : 
Ay,  this  is  he,  that  took  King  Uenty's  chair  -, 

And 
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And  this  is  he,  was  his  adopted  heir. 

But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantagenet 

Is  crown'd  To  focn,  and  broke  his  folemn  oath  ? 

As  I  bethink  me,  you  (hould  not  be  King 

'Till  our  King  Henry  had  fliook  hands  with  death. 

And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry  s  Glory, 

And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diadem, 

Now  in  his  life,  againfl  your  holy  oath  ? 

Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable : 

OiF  with  the  Crown ;  and  with  the  Crown,  his  head  ; 

And  whilil  we  breathe,  take  him  to  do  him  dead. 

Cllf.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  fake. 

'l^ieen.  Nay,  ilay,  let's  hear  the  Oraifons  he  makes. 

York.  She-v/olf  of  Fr^wrp,  but  worfe  than  wolves  of 
France, 
Whofe  tongue  more  pcifons  than  the  adder's  tooth .' 
How  ill  befeeming  is  it  in  thy  fex 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull. 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  cp.ptivates  ? 
But  that  thy  fcice  is,  vizor-like,  unchangeing. 
Made  iinpudent  with  iife  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  aiTay,  proud  Queen,  to  jnak^^;  thee  blufh. 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'il,  cf  whom  deriv'd. 
Were  Ihame  enough  to  mame  thee,  wert  thou  net  fhame- 

lefs: 
Thy  father  bears  the  type  of  King  of  Naplest 
Of  both  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem, 
Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englijh  yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Queen, 
Unlefs  the  adage  mull  be  verify'd, 
"  That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horfe  to  death." 
'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud  j 
But,  God,  he  knows,  thy  fhare  thereof  is  fmall. 
'Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  moft  admir'd  j 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  v/cnder'd  at. 
'Tis  government,  that  mt.kes  them  feem  divine  | 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 
Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good. 
As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us. 

Or  as  the  fouth  to  the  Septentrion,. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  tyger's  heart  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide  ! 

How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child. 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  feen  to  wear  a  woman's  face  ? 

Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible  ; 

Thou  ftern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 

Bidft  thou  me  rage  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  will. 

Would'ft  have  me  v/eep  ?  why,  now  thou  halt  ttiy  wUU 

For  raging  wind  blows  up  inceflant  fliow'rs, 

And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 

Thefe  tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  obfequies ; 

And  evVy  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 
'Gainft  thee,  fell  Clifford ;  and  thee,  falfe  French  woman. 
Nort/j.  Beihrew  me,  but  his  paiTions  move  mc  fo  ; 

That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  from  tears. 
TorL  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  Canibals 

Would  not  have  touch'd,  s  would  not  have  Ilaia'd  Witfl 

blood : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  Inexorable, 
Oh  ten  times  more,  than  tygers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  rutKlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dip  dft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  boy-. 
And  I  wiih  tears  do  wain  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this : 
And  if  thou  tell'ft  the  heavy  ftory  right. 
Upon  my  foul,  the  hearers  will  fhed  tears. 
Yea,  even  my  fees  will  fhed  fait-falling  tears. 

And  fay,  "  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed  ! 

There,'  take  the  crown  ;  and,  with  the  crown  my  curfe  r 

5  Would  not  h.Tve  JiairCd  the  rcfei  yufi  with  blood  :]  So  the 
fecond  folio  nonfenfically  reads  the  pai--?  ge  ;  but  the  old  quarto,  and 
firft  folio  editions  of  better  authority  hive  it  thus, 

"^rhat  face  rfbis  the  hungry  canibals 

Would  not  have  touch'' d,  nvould  net  havefiaindivith  blood. 
And  this  is  fenfe.  Could  any  one  now  have  believed  that  an  e:btor 
of  common  underftanding  fliould  rejedl  this,  and  faften  upon  the  non- 
fenfe  of  a  later  edition  only  becaufe  it  aiTorded  matter  for  conjedlure  : 
And  yet  Mr.  IbeobaldWiW  needs  correct,  rofes  juji  nvith  blood,  to  rofes 
juiced  ivitb  blood,  that  is,  change  one  blundering  Editor's  nonfeafe  for 
another's.  But  if  there  ever  was  any  meaning  in  the  line,  it  was 
thus  exprefled, 

Would  not  ha-ve  Jlain' d  the  rofes  juft  in  bttii 
And  this  the  Oxford  Editor  hath  efpoufecU 

And 
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And  in  thy  need  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee. 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand ! 
Hard-hearted  CUffordy  take  me  from  the  world. 
My  foul  to  heav'n,  my  blood  upon  your  heads. 

North.  Had  he  been  flaughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  fhould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him. 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

^een.  What,  weeping-ripe,  my  Lord  Northumberland? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Clif.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

{Stabbing  hinu 

^een.   And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  King. 

York.  Open  the  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God  I 
My  foul  flies  through  thefe  wounds,  to  feekout  thee. 

{Diet. 

^leen.  Off  with  his  head  and  fet  it  on  Tork  gates  j 
So  Tork  may  overlook  the  Town  oCJforL  [Exeunt, 


A  C  T     IT.        SCENE    L 

Near  Mortimer'^  Cro/s  in  Wales. 

J  March.     Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  Ponutr. 
Ediv.  TT  Wonder,  how  our  prmcely  father  'fcap'd  ; 

J.  Or  whether  he  be  'fcap'd  away,  or  no. 
From  Clifford* s  and  Northu7nberla7id's  purfuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  fhould  have  heard  the  news  i 
Had  he  been  flain,  we  fhould  have  heard  the  news ; . 
Or  had  he  'fcap'd,  methinks,  we  fhould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 
Kich%  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right-valiant  father  is  become, 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 
And  watch'd  him,  how  he  fingled  Clifford  forth  i  • 
Methought,  he  bore  him  in  the  thickefl  troop. 
As  doth  a  Lion  in  a  herd  of  neat ; 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompafs'd  round  with  dogs, 
W]\o  having  pmch'd  a  few  and  made  them  cry. 

The 
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The  reft  ftand  all  aloof  and  bark  at  him. 
So  farM  our  father  with  his  enemies, 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father ; 
I  Methinks,  'tis  pride  enough  to  be  his  fon. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  fun ; 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
TriniM  like  a  yonker  prancing  to  his  love  ? 

E^au.  Dazzle  mine  eyes?  or  do  I  fee  three  funs  ? 

RicJy.  Three  glorious  funs,  each  one  a  perfect  fun; 
Not  feparated  with  the  racking  clouds. 
But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-ihining  Iky. 
See,  fee,  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kifs ; 
As  if  they  vow'd  fome  league  inviolable : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  fome  event 

£^iw.  'Tis  wondrous  ftrange,  the  like  yet  never  heard 
of 
I  think,  it  cites  us,  brother  to  the  field  ; 
That  we  the  fons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds. 
Should,  notwithllanding,  join  our  lights  together. 
And  over-fhine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whatever  it  bodes,  hence.'cr'.vard  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  ihining  funs. 

Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters :— by  your  leave,  I 
fpeak  it. 
You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 
But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  looks  foretel 
Some  dreadful  flory  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Mef.  Ah  !  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
When  as  the  noble  Duke  of  Tork  was  flain  ; 
Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

Ed'w.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more  !  for  I  have  heard  too  much.' 

Rich.  Say,  how  he  dy'd ;  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

Mef.  Environed  he  was  v/ith  many  foes, 

1  m^ethhiks,  *tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  fen."]  The  old  qnarto 
reads  pr  idk.  which  is  right,  for  ambit'iQn,  i.  c.  We  need  not  aim 
at  any  higher  glory  than  this. 

And 


ii8 


The  Third  Pa:  t 


And  ftood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 

Againft  the  Greeks  that  would  have  entred  Troy. 

But  Hercules  himfelf  muft  yield  to  odds ; 

And  many  ftroaks,  though  with  a  little  ax. 

Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardcft-timber'd  oak. 

By  many  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd. 

But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 

Of  unrelenting  C//^o;y/ and  the  Queen  ; 

Who  crown'd  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  defpight ; 

Laugh'd  in  his  face  j  and,  when  with  grief  he  wept/ 

The  ruthlefs  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheek, 

A  napkin  fleeped  in  the  harmJefs  blood 

Of  fweet  young  B.utland,  by  rough  Clifford  flain  : 

And,  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts. 

They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  Tork 

They  fet  the  fame ;  and  there  it  doth  remain 

The  faddeft  fpeftacle  that  e'er  I  viewM. 

Ednv.  Sweet  duke  of  Tork,  our  prop  to  lean  upon?, 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  ilafF,  no  ftay. 
Oh  Clifford,  boift^rous  Clifford  I  thou  hall  flain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry. 
And  treacheroufxy  haft  thou  vanquilh'd  him ; 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquifhM  thee. 
Now  my  foul's  palace  is  becom.e  a  prifon  : 
Ah,  would  fhe  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  clofed  up  in  reft ! 
For  never  henceforth  fnall  I  joy  again. 
Never,  oh  never,  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep  ;  for  all  my  body's  molfture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart : 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burthen : 
For  felf-fam.e  wind,  that  I  Ihouid  fpeak  withal. 
Is  kindling  coals  that  fire  up  all  my  breaft : 
And  burn  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  grief : 
Tears  then  for  babes  j  blov/s  and  revenge  for  me  ! 
Richard^  I  bear  thy  name ;  I'll  vengc  thy  death  ; 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Ed^L'.  His  name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  the 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nav,  if  thou  be  that  princely  Ergle's  bird. 

Shew 
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Shew  thy  defcent,  by  gazing  'galnft  the  fun : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  fay  j 
Either  that's  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

SCENE    IL 

March.      Enter  Warwick,  Marquifs  0/ Montague,  and 
their  army. 

War.  How  now,  fair  Lords  ?  what  fare  ?  what  news 
abroad  ? 

li-ich.  Great  Lord  of  IVarnvick,  if  we  fhould  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  deliv'rance 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flefh  ^till  all  were  told ; 
The  words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  the  wounds 

0  vahant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Tork  is  flain. 

wu^^r;   ^J^^'^'f^^^,   IVar^vick!  T\i2.t  Plant  age  net. 
Which  ne:d  thee  dearly  as  his  foul's  redemption 
Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Ciifford  done  to  death.       ' 

War.  Ten  days  ago  1  cirown'd  thefe  news  in  tears: 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  ftth  then  befaln,      ' 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  IVakefield  fought 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  latefl  gafp 
Tidmgs,  as  Aviftly  as  the  pcft  could  run 

Were  brought  me  of  your  lofs  and  his  depart. 

I  then  m  London,  keeper  of  the  Xing 

Mufter;d  my  fbldiers,  gar.^er'd  flocks  offends; 

March  d  towards  St.  Mbans  t'intercept  the  Queen  • 

Bcarmg  the  ICmg  in  ray  behalf  along; '  ' 

For  by  my  fcouts  I  v/as  adverdfed 

That  fhe  was  coming,  with  a  fuii  intent 

To  dafh  our  late  decree  in  parliament 

Touching  King  Henry\  oath,  and  your  fuccefTion  • 

Short  tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albans  met. 

Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought  • 

But  whether 'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King,^     * 

Who  look  d  full  gently  on  his  warlike  Queen, 

That  robb  d  my  foldiers  of  their  hated  n^l.en  • 

Or  n  nether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs  " 


Or  mere  than  common  fear  oiCliffo^.  vigour, 
^\  ho  tiiunaers  to  his  captives  blood  and  death. 


I  cannot 
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I  cannot  judge :  but  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  weapons,  like  to  lightning,  came  and  went; 
Our  foldiers,  like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight. 
Or  like  a  lazy  thrafher  with  a  flail. 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  flruck  their  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  jullice  of  our  caufe, 
Whh  promife  of  high  pay  and  great  reward  ; 
But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fight  -, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day ; 
So  that  we  fled ;  the  King,  unto  the  Queen ; 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk  and  myfelf. 
In  hafte,  poft  haile,  are  come  to  join  with  you: 
For  in  the  marches  here  we  heard  you  were. 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

Ed'w.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle  IVar- 
nvick  ? 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England? 

War.  Some  fix  miles  off"  the  Duke  is  with  his  power ; 
And  for  your  brother,  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  Dutchefs  of  Burgundy , 
With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  Warnjoick 
fled  ; 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit,  ^ 

But  ne'er,  'till  now,  his  fcandal  of  retire.  Tf 

War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  doll  thou  hear: 
For  thou  flialt  know,  this  flrong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  Diadem  from  faint  Henrys  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  fcepterfrom  his  fiftj 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildnefs,  peace  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I   know  it  well.  Lord  Warmoick ;  blame  me 
not; 
'Tislove,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  fpcak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  fteel. 
And  v-rap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numbring  our  At'e  Maries  with  cur  beads  ? 
Or  fliall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  laft,  fay,  ay  ;  and  to  it.  Lords. 

War. 
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IVar.  Why,  therefore  Warixick  came  to  feek  you 
out: 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  Lords :  the  proud  infulting  Queen, 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  feather  many  more  proud  birds. 
Have  wrought  the  eafie-melting  King,  like  wax. 
He  fwore  confent  to  your  fucceffion. 
His  oath  inrolled  in  the  parliament : 
And  now  to  Lo7idon  all  the  crew  are  gone. 
To  fruftrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  befide 
May  make  againft  the  houfe  of  Lancajler. 
Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thoufand  Ilrong : 
Now  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  m.yfelf. 
With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of  March , 
Amongft  the  loving  TFelJhfnen  canft  procure, 
Will  but  amount  to  f  ve  and  twenty  thoufand  : 
Why,  Via  !  to  London  v/ill  we  march  amain  j 
And  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  fteeds, 

And  once  again  cry,  Charge  upon  our  foes! . 

But  never  once  again  turn  back,  and  fly. 

Rich.  Ay,  now,  methinks,   I  hear  great  War^vick 
fpeak.- 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun-fhine-day. 
That  cries,  retire,- i^ JVar-.vickhid.  him  ftay. 

Ed'-M.   Lord  War'vjick,  on  thy  fhoulder  v/ill  I  lean. 
And  when  thou  faii'il,  (as  God  forbid  the  horn- !) 
Mull  Edvjard  fall,  which  peril  heav'n  forefend  ! 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  biit  Duke  of  Tork; 
The  next  degree  is  Englatid's  royal  throne : 
For  King  of  England  fiialt  thou  be  proclaim'd 
In  ty'iy  borough  as  we  pafs  along  : 
And  he,  that  tiirows  not  up  his  cap  for  joy. 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Ed^'jard,  valiant  Richard,  Montague, 
Stay  v/e  no  longer,  dreaming  of  rcnov/n  j 
But  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  tnfk. 

Rich.   Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as  l^ee^ 
As  thou  had  fhewn  it  flinty  by  thydceds,  ' 

I  come  to  pierce  it  or  to  give  thee  miiie. 
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Ed-w.  Then  llrike  up,  drums ;  God  and  St.  George 
for  us ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

War,  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mef.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  lends  you  word  by  me, 
The  Queen  i^  coming  with  a  piufTant  hoft  j 
And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  counfel. 

War*  Why  then  it  forts ;  brave  warriors,  let's  away. 

\_Exeunt  omnes, 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  York. 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  ^leen,  Clifford,  Northumber- 
land, and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  'with  Drums,  and 
trumpets. 

9ueen.'W  TElcome,  my  Lord,  to  this  brave  town  of 

W  '^<'''^' 

Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy, 
That  fought  to  be  cncompall  with  your  crown.  • 

Doth  not  the  objed  cheer  your  heart,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Eenry.  Ay,   as  the  rocks  cheer  them,  that  fear 
their  wreck ; 
To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul : 
With-hold  revenge,  dear  God ;  'tis  not  my  fault. 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Cllf  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity  muft  be  laid  afide  : 
To  whom  do  Lions  caft  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beail,  that  would  ufurp  their  den. 
Whofe  hand  is  that  the  foreft  Bear  doth  lick  ? 
Not  his,  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'fcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  lling  ? 
Not  he,  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmallell  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 
And  doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  Yorko^^  level  at  thy  crown ; 
Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows.  - 

He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  fon  a  Kmg  j  .?| 

And  raife  his  iffue,  like  a  loving  fire  j 
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Thoa  being  a  King,  blefl:  with  a  goodly  fon, 

Didft  yield  confent  to  difmheiit  him  ; 

Which  argu'd  thee  a  mofi:  unloving  father. 

Unreafon  ible  creatures  feed  their  young  ; 

And  tho'  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes. 

Yet,  in  proteftion  of  their  tender  ones. 

Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings. 

Which  fometimcs  they  have  Ub'd  with  fearfu:  flight) 

Ma'-e  war  with  him  that  clinib'd  unto  .heir  nell. 

Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 

For  ftiame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  prefident. 

Were  it  no:  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lofe  his  birth-right  by  his  father's  fault  ; 

And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child. 

What  my  great  grandfather  and  grandfire  got. 

My  carelefs  father  fondly  gave  away  ! 

Ah,  what  a  fhame  was  this !  look  on  the  boy. 

And  let  his  manly  face,  which  proniifeth 

Succefsful  fortune,  fteel  thy  melting  heart 

To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Fall  well  hath  Clifford ^hnA  ths  orator. 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force  : 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didil  thou  never  hear, 
*  That  things  ill -got  had  ever  bad  fuccefs  ? 
And  happy  always  \%as  it  for  that  fon, 
Whofe  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
I'll  leave  my  fon  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ; 
And  'would,  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  f 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  rate. 
As  brings  a  thoufand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  poireffion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 
Ah,  Coufm  York\  'would,  thy  beft  friends  did  know. 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here  f 

^leen.  My  Lord,  cheer  up  your  fpirits,  our  foes  are 
nigh  J 
And  this  ioft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint ; 
You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  fon, 

^  z  rhat  tbin^j  m.got  had  ever  Ui  fuccefs?]  The  Oxfoni  Editor 
u  fcandahred  at  the  harflinefs  of  this  maxim,  aiid  tliciefore  foflens 
It  thus. 

That  tki'Kp  ul-gotten  have  had  bad  fuccefs. 

G  2  Unfheath 
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Unlheath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edicard,  kneel  down. 

K.  Henry.   Ed-ward  Plantagenet,  arlfe  a  Knight; 
And  learn  this  leffon,  draw  thy  fword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  Apparent  to  the  crown. 
And  in  that  quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  Prince. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readinefs ; 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thoufand  men. 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  Duke  of  York: 
And  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  march  along. 
Proclaims  him  King ;  and  many  fly  to  him. 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

'  Clif,  I  would,  your  highnefs  would  depart  the  field : 
The  Queen  hath  befl  fuccefs,  when  you  are  abfent. 

^een.  Ay,  good  my  Lord,    and  leave  us  to   our 
fortune. 

K.  Henry.   Why,  that's  my  fortune  too ;  therefore 
I'll  ftay. 

North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  thefe  noble  lords. 
And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence : 
Unlheath  your  fword,  good  father  i  cry,  St.  George. 

SCENE    IV. 

March.     Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard,  Clarence, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 

Ed'w.  Now,   perjur'd   Henry,   wilt  thou   kneel  for 
grace,     . 
And  fet  thy  Diadem  upon  my  head ; 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field.'' 

^een.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  infulting  boy, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms 
Before  thy  fovereign  and  thy  lawful  King  ? 

Edvj.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  ihall  bow  his  knee; 
I  wa:j  adopted  heir  by  his  confent ; 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke ;  for,  as  I  hear. 

You 


i 


^•;^7  Henry  VI.  iif 

You  that  are  King,  though  he  doth  wear  the  crown. 
Have  caus'd  him  by  new  a6l  of  parliament 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  fon  in. 

Clif.  And  reafon  too  : 
Who  Ihould  fucceed  the  father,  but  the  fon? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher  ?  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Cllf.  Ay,  crook-back,  here  I  ftand  to  anfwer  thee. 
Or  any  he  the  proudeil  of  thy  fort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  \y2i^  it 
not? 

Clif.  Ay,  and  old  Tork,  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 

Rich.  For  God's  fake.  Lords,  give  fignal  to  the  fight. 

War.  What  fay'll  thou,  Henry ,_  wilt  thou  yield  the 
crown  ? 

^aen.   Why,    how   now,    long-tongu'd   War^ich^ 
dare  you  fpeak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Alhans  lafl, 
Your  legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 

Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 

War.  'Twas  not  your  valour,   Clifford,  drove  me 
thence. 

North.  No,  nor  your  manhood,  that  durfl  make  you 
flay. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently. 
Break  off  the  parle,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
The  Execution  of  my  big-fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif  I  flew  thy  father,  call'fl  thou  him  a  child  ? 

Rich.  Ay,  like  a  daftard  and  a  treacherous  coward. 
As  thou  did'ft  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland: 
But,  ere  fun-fet,  I'll  m.ake  thee  curfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry.  Have  done  with  words,   my  Lords,   and 
hear  me  fpeak. 

^ueen.  Defie  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  lips. 

K.  Henry.   I  pr'ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue ; 
I  am  a  King,  and  privileged  to  fpeak. 

Clif.  My  Liege,    the  wound,  that  bred  this  meeting 
here. 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore  be  flill. 

Rkh.  Then,  executroner,  unfheath  thy  fw<^d : 

G  3  By 
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By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd 

That  Cli£ord'^  manhood  lyes  upon  his  tongue. 

Edn.>j.  'Sz.y,  Henry,  fliali  I  have  right,  or  no  ? 
A  thoufand  men  have  broke  their  falb  to  day. 
That  ne'er  fhall  dine,  unlefs  tliou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head  ! 
For  y'ork  in  jullice  puts  his  armour  on. 

Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warivick  fays  is  right, 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich.  Who  ever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  ftands. 
For,  well  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  mother's  tongue. 

^ieen.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  fire  or  dam. 
But  like  a  foul  mif-fhapen  lligmatick, 
Marked  by  the  deftir.ies  to  be  avoided ; 
As  venomous  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  flings. 

Rich.   Iron  oi Naples  hid  wich  Englifc  giit, 
Whofe  father  bears  the  title  of  a  King, 
(As  if  a  channel  Ihould  be  call'-d  the  fea) 
Sham'ft  thou  net,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught. 
To  let  thy  tongue  deleft  thy  bafe-born  heart  ? 

Ediu.  A  wifp  of  ftraw  were  worth  a  thoufand  crowns, 
To  make  this fhamelefs  Callat  know  herfelf. 
BeUn  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
A^lthough  thy  hufband  may  be  Menelaus ; 
And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon '&  brother  wrong'd 
By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 
His  Father  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 
And  tam'd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  ftoop  : 
And  had  he  match' d  according  to  his  State, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 
But  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 
And  grac'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  bridal  day. 
Even  then  thai  fun-ihine  brew'd  a  fhow'r  for  him. 
That  waih'd  his  father's  fortunes  forth  Oi  France, 
And  heap'd  fedition  on  his  Crown  at  home : 
For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride  > 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Title  ftill  had  llept  ; 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  King, 
Had  ilipt  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Cla.  But  when   we  faw,   our  fun-ihine   made   thy 
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And  that  thy  fummer  bred  us  no  increafe. 

We  fet  the  ax  to  thy  ufurping  root ; 

And  though  the  edge  hath  fomething  hit  ourfelves. 

Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  llrike. 

We'll  never  leave  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 

Or  bath'd  thy  Growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edzu.  And  in  this  refolution  I  defie  thee  ; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference, 
Since  thou  deny'ft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave. 
And  either  victory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

^een.  Stay,  Edward  < 

EdiAj.  No,  wrangling  Woman,  we'll  no  longer  ftay : 
Thefc  words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 

lExeuni  omties* 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle  at  Ferribridge  in  Yorkihire, 

Alarum.      Excurftons.      Enter  Warwick. 

War.  I^Ore-fpent  with  toil^  as  runners  with  a  race^ 

P    I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe  : 
For  ftrokes  receiv'd,  and  many  blows  repaid. 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong  knit  fmews  of  their  ftrength  5 
And,  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  muft  I  reft  a  while. 
Enter  Edward  running, 
Edvj.  Smile,  gentle  heav'n  !  or  ftrike,  ungentle  death! 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Ednjjard's  Sun  is  clouded. 
JVar.  How  now,  my  lord,  what  hap  ?  what  hope  of 
good  ? 

Enter  Clarence, 
Cla.  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpair  ; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us. 
What  counfel  give  you  ?  whither  (hall  we  fly  ? 

Ediv.  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings  5 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fliun  purfuit. 
Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  Ah,  ^.«rw/V/^,  why  hall  thou  withdrawn  thy- 
k\i>  ^ 

G  4,  Thjc 


1 18  The  Third  Part  of 

Thy  brother's  bloed  the  thirfty  earth  hath  drunk, 
Broach'd  with  the  fteely  point  of  C/i^ or d^slznce  : 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cryM, 
(LiVe  to  a  difmal  clangor  heard  from  far) 
^^^rw/f^,  revenge;  brother,  revenge  my  deathr  • 
So  underneatli  the  belly  of  their  fleeds. 
That  ftainM  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  blood. 
The  noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  ghofl. 

IVar.  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood; 
I'll  kill  my  horfe,  becaufe  I  will  not  fly: 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  women  here. 
Wailing  our  loiles,  v/hiles  the  foe  doth  rage ; 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 
Were  plaid  in  jeft  by  counterfeiting  Adlors? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above» 
rU  never  paufe  ':gain,  never  ftand  fliill, 
'Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Or  fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Echv.  O  JVarivickf  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine. 
And  in  this  vow  do  chain  my  foul  with  thine. 
And  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee. 
Thou  fetter  up,  and  plucker  down  of  Kings ! 
Befeeching  thee,  (if  with  thy  will  it  Hands 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  mufl  be  prey) 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heav'n  may  ope. 
And  give  fweet  paiTage  to  my  fmful  foul !   ■    ■  ■■  ■ 
Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again; 
Where-e'er  it  be,  in  heaven  or  on  earth. 

Rich.  Brother,    give   me   thy   hand;    and,    gentle 
Warnxick^ 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : 
J,  that  did  never  v;eep,  now  melt  with  woe ; 
That  winter  (hould  cut  off  our  fpring  time  {o. 

War.  Away,  away :  once  more,  fweet  lords,  fareweL 

Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops  ; 
And  give  them  leave  to  lly,  that  will  not  ft:ay  ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  ftand  to  us ; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fach  rewards. 
As  Victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  Games. 
This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  breafts, 

Fci' 
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For  yet  is  hope  of  life  and  vidory  j 

Fore-flow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.     \_Exeunt, 

Excurfions.     Enter  Richard,  and  Cliiford. 

Rich.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  fmgled  thee  alone  i 
Suppofe,  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Rutland^  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone. 
This  is  the  hand,  that  llabb'd  thy  father  3  'ork. 
And  this  the  hand,  that  flew  thy  brother  Rutland', 
And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death ; 
And  cheers  thefe  hands,  that  flew  thy  Are  and  brother,  - 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyfelf : 
And  fo,  have  at  thee. 

They  fight.     Warwick  enters,  Clifford  flies. 

Rich.  Nay,   War^vick,  fmgle  out  fome  other  chafe. 

For  I  myfelf  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE   vr.  • 

Alarum.      Enter  King  Henry  alone. 
K.  Henry.  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war;. 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light ; 
What  time  the  fliepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails. 
Can  neither  call  it  perfeft  day  nor  night. 
Now  fways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  lea  ■ 
Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  ;  - 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  fea 
Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind. 
Sometime,  the  flood  prevails ;  and  then,  the  wind  3  ^ 
Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another  beft ; 
Both  tugging  to  be  viftors,  breafl  to  breaft. 
Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered ; 
So  is  the  equal  poife  of  this  fell  war. 
Here  on  this  mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down  ; 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  viftory  I 
For  Margaret  my  Queen  and  Clifford  too 
Have  chid  me  from  the  battle  ;  fwearing  both. 
They  profper  befl  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
'Would  I  were  dead,  if  God's  good  will  were  fo  : 
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For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe  ? 

*  O  God  !  methinks,  it  were  a  happy  life 

*  To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  fwain  ; 

*  To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

*  To  carve  out  dials  queintly,  point  by  point, 

*  Thereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  they  run ; 

*  How  many  makes  the  hour  full  compleat, 

*  How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

*  How  many  days  will  iinifh  up  the  year, 

*  How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

*  When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  time  i 

*  So  many  hours,  muft  I  tend  my  flock  ; 
'  So  many  hours,  muft  I  take  my  reit ; 

'  So  many  hours,  muH  I  contemplate  ; 

*  So  many  hours,  mull  I  fport  myfelf j 

'  So  many  days,  my  ewes  have  been  with  young  ; 

*  So  m-any  weeks,  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean  j 
'  So  many  months,  ere  I  fliall  Iheer  the  fleece  : 

*  So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months  and  years,, 
'  Paft  over,  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

*  Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

A\i !  what  a  life  were  this !  how  fweet,  how  lovely ! 

Gives  not  the  haw-thorn  bufli  a  fweeter  fliadc 

To  fhepherds  looking  on  their  filly  iheep. 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 

To  Kings,  that  fear  their  fubjecfls'  treachery  ? 

O,  yes,  it  doth ;  a  thoufand-fold  it  doth. 

And,  to  conclude,  the  ihepherd's  homely  curds. 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle. 

His  v/onted  fleep  under  a  frelh  tree's  fliade. 

All  which  fecure  and  fweetly  he  enjoys. 

Is  far  beyond  a  Prince's  delicates. 

His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed. 

When  care,  miilruft  and  treafons  wait  on  him . 

SCENE     VII. 

Alaru7n,     Enter  a  Son,  that  had  kiW d  his  Father. 
Son.  l\\  blows  the  wind,  that  profits  no  body.*«-or> 
Tliis  man  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  iight 

May 
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May  be  pofTefled  with  fome  ftore  of  crowns ; 
And  I  that,  haply,  take  them  from  him  now. 
May  yet,  ere  night,  yi^z'-A  both  rny  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elle,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. 
Who's  this?  oh  God!  itismy  father's  face. 
Whom  in  this  confiid  I  unaware:  have  kill'd : 
Oh  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events ! 
From  London  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth; 
My  father,  being  the  Earl  of  Warn.vick\  man. 
Came  on  the  part  of  To7-k,  preil  by  his  mailer; 
And  r,  who  at  his  hands  received  my  life. 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did ; 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 
My  tearG  Ihall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks  : 
And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  fiow'd  their  fill. 

K.  Henry,  O  piteous  fpedacle  !  O  bloody  times ! 
Whiles  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens. 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  abide  their  enmity. 
V/eep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear; 
And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes,  like  civil  war. 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'er-charg'd  with  grief. 
Enter  a  Father,  hearing  his  Son, 

Fath.  Thou,  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refilled  me. 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  haft  any  gold : 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  fee  :  is  this  our  foe-man's  face? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  fon ! 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee. 
Throw  up  thine  eyes ;  fee,  fee,  v/hat  fhowers  arife. 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempell  of  my  heart 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart, 
O  pity,  God,  '.his  miferable  age  ! 
What  flrattgems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly. 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural. 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! 
3  O  boy !  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  foon. 

And 

3  0  boy  !  thy  father  gave  thee  life  toe  foon  f\  Becaufe  had  he  been 
born  later  he  would  not  now  have  been  of  years  to  engage  in  this  quarrel. 
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And  hs-th  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late. 

K.  Henry.  Woe  above  woe ;    grief,  more  than  com- 
mon  grief; 
O,  thr.t  my  death  would  flay  thefe  rueful  deeds ! 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  ! 
The  red  rofc  and  the  white  are  on  his  face. 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  llriving  houfes. 
The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  refemble?, 
The  other  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  prefenteth : 
Wither  one  rofe,  and  Jet  the  other  flourifh ! 
If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  muft  wither. 

So».  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death. 
Take  on  v/ith  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Fat^.  How  will  my  wife,  for  flaughter  of  my  fon, 
Shed  feas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd? 

K.  Henry.    How  will  the  country,  for  thcfe  woful- 
chances, 
Mif-think  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Son.  Was  ever  fon,  fo  ru'd  a  father's  death? 

Path,  Was  ever  father,  fo  bemoan'd  his  fon  ? 

K.  Henry.  Was  ever  King,  fo  griev'd  for  fubje£ls' 
woe? 
Much  is  your  forrow  ;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.   I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weepmv  fiH. 

[Exit. 

Fath.  Thefe  arms  of  mine  Ihall  be  thy  vvinding-fheet> 
My  heart,  fweet  boy,  Ihall  be  thy  fepulchre  ; 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  Ihall  go. 
My  fighing  breaft  Ihall  be  thy  funeral  bell : 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  father  be, 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more. 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  fons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will ; 
for  I  have  rnurther'd,  where  1  fhould  not  kill.       \_Exit, 

And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  Ufe  too  /ate.']  i.  e.  he  fliould  have  done  it 
by  not  bringing  thee  into  being,  to  make  both  father  and  fon  thus 
jniferable.  This  is  the  fenfe,  fuch  as  it  b,  of  the  two  lines  ;  however 
an  indifferent  fenfe  was  better  than  none,  as  it  is  brought  to  by  the 
^xf'jrd  Editor  by  reading  the  lines  thus, 

0  hoy  !  thy  father  ga've  thee  Ufe  too  late, 
^dtfd bath  bereft  thee  of  tb^  ife  too  Jqqti, 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  H^«ry.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
Here  fits  a  King  more  woful  than  you  are. 

S  C  E  N  E    viir. 

Alarums.     Excurftons.     Enter    the    ^een.    Prince    of 
Wales,  and  Exeter, 
Prince.  Fly,  father,  fly,  for  all  your  friends- are  fled  s 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away  !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purfuit. 

^leen.    Mount  you,  my  lord,  toward  Berzvick  poft. 
amain. 
Edvjard  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  grey-hounds  • 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  flght. 
With  flery  eyes  fparkling  for  very  wrath-. 
And  bloody  fteel  grafpt  in  their  ireful  hands. 
Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe.  Away  ;  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them; 
Nay,  ftay  not  to  expoilulate,  make  fpeed  : 
Or  elfe  come  after.  Til  away  before. 

K.  Henry.    Nay,  take  me  with  thee,   good  fweet 
Exeter ; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  flay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  Queen  intends.     Forward,  away. 

[^Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

A  loud  Alarum.      Efiter  Clifford  nuounded. 
Clif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out;  ay,  here  it  dies. 
Which,  while  it  lafted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 
O  Lancajler!  I  fear  thy  overthrow. 
More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  foul. 
My  love  and  fear  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee. 

{^Falling. 
And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt. 
Impairing  Henry,  ftrength^ning  mif-proud  Tork. 
The  common  People  fwarm  like  fummer  flies ; 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  Sun  ? 
And  who  fliines  now,  but  Henry  2,  enemies  ? 
O  Phcebus  I  hadft  thou  never  giv'n  confent 

That 
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That  Phaeton  fhould  check  thy  fTery  fteeds. 
Thy  burning  Car  had  never  fcorchM  the  earth : 
And  Henry ^  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhould  do, . 
Or  as  thy  father  and  his  father  did, 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  Hoafe  Q^Tork^ 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  fummer  flies. 
I,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  lucklefs  Realm, 
Had  left  no  mourning  Avidows  for  our  death  ,* 
And  thou  this  day  hadfl  kept  thy  Chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherifh  Weeds,  but  gentle  air  ? 
And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 
Bootlefs  are  plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  wounds  j 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight.  ■ 

The  foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity :  '3 

For  at  their  hands  I  have  defei*v'd  no  pity. 
The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 
And  much  EfFufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint :  - 1 

Come  York,  and  Richard \  War^uoick^  and  the  reft  5         -I 
I  llabb'd  your  fathers'  bofoms ;  fpiit  my  breaft.  '  I 

\_Hefaintsz^ 

Alarum,  and  Retreat.      Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Ri- 
chard, Montague,  Clarence,  and  Soldiers. 

Ed-M,  Now  breathe  we,  lords,  good  fortune  bids  us 
paufe. 
And  fmooth  the  frowTis  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. 
Some  troops  purlue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calm.  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 
As  doth  a  Sail,  ull'd  with  a  fretting  guft. 
Command  an  Argofle  to  ftem  the  waves. 
But  think  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  ?L<zd.  with  them  ? 

War.  No,  'tis  irnpofiible  he  ihould  efcape  : 
For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word. 
Your  brother  Richard  marked  him  for  the  gra\e  %  ^ 

And  wherefoe'er  he  is,  he's  furely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans. 

Rich.  Whofe  foul  is  that  v/hich  takes  her  hearty  kave  f 
A  deadly  groan,  like  (a  J  life,  in  death,  departing. 
See  who  it  is. 

[    i^)  ^ifi,  ifJ  death.     Oifori  "Editor, -^Y u\g.  ':/>;  .ml  Jen th.] 
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EJ^jj.  And  now  the  battle's  ended. 
If  friend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford'^ 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch. 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth ; 
But  fet  his  murth'ring  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring ; 
I  mean,  our  princely  father,  Duke  of  Tori. 

War.  From  off  the  gates  of  Tori  fQc<:ii  down  the  head^. 
Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there  : 
Inftead  whereof,  let  his  fupply  the  room. 
Meafure  for  Meafure  mull  be  anfwered. 

Ed-w.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  icreech-owl  to  ourHoufe^ 
That  nothing  fung  but  death  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  fhall  flop  liis  difmal  threatning  found. 
And  his  ill-boading  tongue  no  more  iliall  fpeak. 

TFar.  I  think,  his  underftanding  is  bereft : 
Speak,  Clifford,  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee  ?-• 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'er-ftiades  his  beams  of  life. 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O,  would  he  did !  and  fo,  perhaps,  he  doth. 
'Tisbut  his  policy  to  counterfeit; 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts. 
As  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Cla.  If  fo  thou  think'il,  vex  him  with  eager  words. 
Rich.  Clifford,  afk  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 
Ed-w.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  deviie  excufes  for  thy  faults. 
Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  fo/  thy  faults. 
Rich.  Thou  didfi  love  York,  and  1  am  fon  to  York. 
Ed-oj.  Thou  pitied'il:  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 
Cla.  Where's  Captain  Margaret  to  fence  you  now  ? 
War.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford,  fwear  as  thou  waft 

wont. 
Rich.  V/hat,  not  an  oath !  nay,  then  the  world  goes 
hard. 
When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath : 
I  know  by  that,  he's  dead  ;  and,  by  my  foul. 
If  this  right  hand  would  b'ly  but  two  hoars'  life. 
That  I  in  al.  defpight  might  rail  at  him. 
This  hand  Ihould  chop  it  olFj  and  y/ith  the  ilTuing  blood 

Stifle 
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Stifle  the  villain,  whofe  unftaunched  thirft 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  fatisfie. 

War.   Ay,  but  he's  dead.    OfFwiththe  traitor's  head. 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  ftands. 
And  now  to  London'with.  triumphant  March, 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  King : 
From -whence  fliall  Warivick  cut  the  fea  to  France, 
And  afk  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen. 
So  fhalt  thou  finew  both  thele  lands  together. 
And  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  fhrdt  not  dread 
The  fcatter'd  foe  that  hopes  to  rife  again : 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fling  to  hurt,- 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  t'ofFend  thine  ears. 
Firft,  will  I  fee  the  Coronation; 
And  then  to  Britany  I'il  crofs  the  fea, 
T'  efFedl  this  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  lord. 

Ednv.  Ev'n  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Ifarivick,  let  it  be 5  ■ 
For  on  thy  ihoulder  do  I  build  my  Seat: 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing. 
Wherein  thy  counfel,  and  confent  is  wanting. 
RUhard,  I  v/ill  create  thee  Duke  of  Glo'fier  ; 
And  George,  cf  Clarence;   JVar-zvick  as  our  felf 
Shall  do  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  beft. 

Riclf.  Let    me  be  Duke    of  Clarence;    George,  of 
Glower; 
For  Gloyiers  Dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  fooliih  obfervation  : 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  CWJIer :  now  to  London, 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  poffefiion.  \Exeunt. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

A    Wood  in  Lancafhire. 

Enter  Sinklo  and  Humphry,  ^ith  crofs  bo^vs  in  their 

hands. 
Sink.  "I   TNder  this  thick-grown  brake  we'll  fnroud 

\^  ourfelves. 

For  through  this  laund  anon  the  Deer  will  come; 

And 


King  H  E  N  RY  VI.  1 37 

And  in  this  covert  we  will  make  our  Stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hufn.  ril  Hay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  may  Ihoot. 

Sink.  That  cannot  be :  the  noife  of  thy  crofs-bow 
Will  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  fhoot  is  loH  : 
Here  Hand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. 
And,  for  the  time  Ihall  not  feem  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befel  me  on  a  day. 
In  this  felf-place  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Humf  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  flay  'till  he  be  paft. 

Enter  King  Henry  'with  a  prayer -hook. 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland zm  I  ftol'n  ev'nof  pure  love> 
To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wifliful  iight : 
No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  hnd  of  thine. 
Thy  place  is  iill'd,  thy  fcepter  wrung  from  thee ; 
Thy  balm  wafht  off,  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Cafar  now. 
No  humble  fuitors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  Right : 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myfelf  ? 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  deer,  whofe  fkin's  a  keeper's  fee : 
This  is  the  quondam  King,  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let  me  embrace  thefe  four  Adverfities ; 
For  wife  men  fay,  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe. 

Hii7n.  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sink.  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K.  Henry.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gone  to  France  for 
aid: 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warixnck 
Is  thither  gone  to  crave  the  French  King's  Sifter      % 
To  wife  for  Fd^ward.     If  this  news  be  true. 
Poor  Queen  and  Son  !  your  labour  is  but  lofl : 
For  Waruuick  is  a  fubtle  orator  : 
And  Le^cvis,  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words; 
By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him. 
For  fhe's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much  : 
Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  breaft ; 
Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart  ; 
The  Tyger  will  be  mild,  while  ihe  doth  mourn; 
And  Nero  would  be  tainted  with  remorfe. 


138  ne  Third  Part  of 

To  hear,  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  brinifh  tear*; 
Ay,  but  fhe's  come  to  beg,  WarnjAck  to  give : 
She,  on  his  left  fide,  craving  aid  for  Henry ; 
He,  on  his  right,  afking  a  wife  for  Edivard. 
She  weeps,  and  fays,  her  Henry  is  depos'd ; 
He  fmiles,  and  fays,  his  Ed^j^ard  is  iniiallM  ; 
That  fhe,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more  f 
While  Warnvick  tells  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 
Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  llrength, 
And  in  conclufion  wins  the  King  from  her  ', 
With  promife  of  his  fifter,  and  what  elfe. 
To  ftrengthen,  and  fupport  King  EdixarcTs  place. 
O  Margrety  thus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  foul) 
Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  v,'ent'il  forlorn. 

Hum.  Say,  what  art  thou  that  talk'fl  of  Kings  and 

Queens  ? 
K.  Henry.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was 
born  to ; 
A  man  at  leaft,  for  lefs  I  ihould  not  be;  » 

And  men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I  ?  '  * 

Hum.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'tl,  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 
K.  Henry.  Why,  fo  I  am  in  mind,  and  that's  enough. 
Hum.  But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  Crown  ? 
K.  Henry.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  l 
Not  deck'd  with  Diamonds  and  Indian  Stones ; 
Not  to  be  feen  :  my  Crown  is  call' d  Content  i 
A  Crown  it  is,  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

Hum.  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown'd  with  Content^ 
Your  Crown  Content,  and  you  muii  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us .     For,  as  we  think. 
You  are  the  King,  King  Edivard  hdith  depos'd : 
And  we  his  Subjeds,  fworn  in  all  allegiance. 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.  Henry.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an  oath  ? 
Hum.  No,  never  fuch  an  oath  -,  nor  w ill  not  now. 
K.  Henry.   Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  King 

of  England;^ 
Hum.  Here,  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 
K.  Henry.  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  months  old,- 
My  father  and  m.y  grandfather  were  Kings ; 
And  you  were  fworn  true  Subjtdts  unto  me : 

And 
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And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  ? 

Sink.  No,  we  were  fubje<5ls  but  while  you  were  King. 

K.  Henrj.  Why,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe,    a 
man? 
Ah,  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear. 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
-And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again. 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow. 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows. 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft  ; 
Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  You  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths,  for  of  that  (m 
My  mild  intreaty  fhall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fhall  be  commanded ; 
And  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

Sink.    We  are   true  Subjeds    to   the    King,    King 
Edvoard. 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  feated  as  King  Edward  is. 

Sink.  We  charge  you  in  God's  name,  and  in  the 
King's, 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Henry.  In  God's  name  lead,  your  King*s  name  be 
obey'd  j 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform ; 
And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [^Exeunfl 

SCENE     II. 

Changes  to  the  Palace- 

Enter  Kitig  Edward,  Glouceller,  Clarence,  and 
Lady  Gray. 

K.  ^^xu.'ORother  o£Glo'Jier,  at  St.  Alhans  field 

Jj  This   lady's  hulband,   ^  Sir  John  Gray^ 
was  flain, 
His  land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror : 
Her  fuit  is  now  to  repolTefs  thofe  lands, 

r  Sir  John  Gray.]  Vid.  Hall,  3d  year  of  EdvJ.  IV.  folio  5.     It 
was  hitherto  fallly  printed  Richards  Mr.  Pope, 

Which 
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Which  we  in  juftice  cannot  well  deny  ; 
Becaufe,  in  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Yorhy 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lofe  his  life. 

Glo.  Your  Highnefs  fhall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit : 
It  were  difhonour  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Ednxj,  It  were  no  lefs  j  but  yet  I'll  make  a  paufc. 
Glo.   Yea  !  is  it  fo  ? 
I  fee,  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Clar.  He  knows  the  game;  how  true  he  keeps  tK^ 

wind .' 
Glo.  Silence. 

K.  Ed^jo.  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fuit. 
And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

Gray.   Right  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay, 
May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now  ? 
And  what  your  pleafure  is,  fball  fatisfy  me. 
'  Glo.  Ay,  widow  ?    then  I'll  warrant  you  all  your- 
lands. 
An  if  what  pleafes  him,  fhall  pleafure  you  : 
Fight  clofer,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 
Clar.  I  fear  her  not,  unlefs  (he  chance  to  flill. 
Glo.  God  forbid  That !  for  he'll  take  vantages. 
K.  Ed<vo.  How  many  children  haft  thou,  widow  ?  tell 

me. 
Clar,  I  think,  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 
Glo.  Nay,  whip  me  then  :  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 
Gray,  Three,  my  moft  gracious  lord. 
Glo.  You  fhall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 
K..  Ediv,  'Twere  pity  they  fhould  lofe  their  father's 

lands. 
Glo.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.  Ednjo.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  I'll  try  this  widow's 

wit. 
Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have 
leave ; 
'Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 
K.  Ed-w.  Now  tell  me.  Madam,  do  you  love  your 

children  ? 
Cray,  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myfelf. 

K.  Edv:i 
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K.  Ednju.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them 

good  ? 
Gray.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuflain  fome  harm, 
K.  Ed^M.  Then  get  your  hufband's  lands,  to  do  them 

good. 
Gray.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 
K.  EJ^v.  I'll  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 
Gray.  So  fhall  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs'  fervice. 
K.  Ed-jj,  What  fervice  wik  thou  do  me,  if  I  give 

them  ? 
Gray.  What  you  command,  that  rells  in  me  to  do. 
K.  Edtv.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon  ? 
Gray.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K.  Ed^v.  Ay,  but  thou  canft  do  what  I  mean  to  afk. 
Gray.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  Grace  com- 
mands. 
GIo.  He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  rain  wears  the 

marble. 
Clar.  As  red  as  fire  !  nay,   then  her  wax  mufl  melt. 
Gray.  Why  ftops  my  lord  ?  Ihall  I  not  hear  my  tafk  ? 
K.  Edvj.  An  eafie  talk,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 
Gray.  That's  foon  perform'd,  becaufe  I  am  a  Subjed, 
K.  Ed^.  Why  then,  thy  hufband's  lands  I  freely  give 

thee. 
Gray.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
Glo.  The  match  is  made,  fhe  feals  it  with  a  curtfie. 
K.  Ed=w.  But  flay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 
Gray.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege, 
K.  Eduv.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me,  in  another  fenfe. 
What  love,  think'ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get? 

Gray.  My  love  'till  death,   my  humble  thanks,  my 
prayers  j 
That  love,  v/hich  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

K..  Edxv.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fiich  love. 
Gray.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 
K.  Edvj.  But  now  you  partly  m^y  perceive  my  mind. 
Gray.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  Highnefs  -Jms  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  Ed-w.    Vg  tell  thee  plain^    I  aim  to  lye  with  thee. 
Gray.  To  tell  you  plain,  I'd  rather  lye  in  prifon. 

K.  Ed<w» 
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K.  Ediv.  Why,   then  thou  flialt  not  have  thy  huf- 
band's  lands. 

Gray.  Why,  then  mine  honefty  fhall  be  my  dower ; 
For  by  that  lofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.  Ediv.  Therein  thou  wrong'Il  thy  children  migh- 
tily. 

Gray,  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them  and 
mc  : 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit  ; 
Please  you  difmifs  me,  or  with  ay,  or  no. 

K.  Ednv    Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  fay.  Ay,  to  my  requell : 
No  ;  if  thou  doll  fay.  No,  to  my  demand. 

Gray.  Then,  No,  my  lord ;  my  fuit  is  at  an  end. 

Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  Ihe  knits  her  brows. 

Clar    He  is  the  bluntefl  wooer  in  Chriftendom. 

K.  Ed^v.  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  mo- 
defty. 
Her  words  do  (hew  her  wit  incomparable. 
All  her  perfeftions  challenge  Sovereignty  j 
One  way,  or  other,  fhe  is  for  a  King ; 
And  Ihe  fhall  be  my  love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 
Say,  that  King  Ednjoard  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Gray.  'Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  lord; 
I  am  a  Subjed  fit  to  jell  v/ithal. 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovereign. 

K.  Ed^uu.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

Gray.   And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto  : 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen  j 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 

K.  Ednv.  You  cavil.  Widow;  I  did  mean  my  Queen. 

Gray.   'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,  my  fonsfnould  call 
you  father. 

K.  Ednv.  No  more   than  when  my  daughters  call 
thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hall  fome  children ; 
And,  by  Gcd's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  batchelor. 
Have-other  Some  :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing. 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  fons. 

Anfwer 
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Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  fhalt  be  my  Queen. 

Glo.  The  ghoftly  father  now  h-.ih  done  his  ftirift. 
Clar.    When  he  was  made  a  fhriver,  'twas  for  Ihift. 
K.  Ednv.  Brothers,   you  mufe  what  Chat   we   two 

have  \\?A. 
Glo   The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  fhe  looks  fad. 
K.  Ed^\  You'd  think  it  llrange,  if  I  fliould  marry 

her. 
Clar.   To  whom.,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Ed'xu.   ^Vhy,  Clareftce,  to  myfelf. 
Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days*  "Wonder  at  the  leafl. 
Clar.  That'5  a  day  longer  than  a  Wonder  lails. 
Glo.  By  fo  much  is  the  Wonder  in  extreams. 
K.  Ednv.  Wd\,    jeft  on.   Brothers;  I  can  tell  you 

both. 
Her  fuit  is  granted  for  her  hufband's  lands. 

Enter  a   Nobleman, 
Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken. 
And  brought  your  prifoner  to  your  Palace-gate. 

K.  Ediv.  See,  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tonver  : 
And  go  we.  Brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him. 
To  quellion  of  his  Apprehenfion. 
Widow,  go  you  along ;  Lords,  ufe  her  honourably. 

\^Exeunf. 
SCENE     III. 

Manet  Gloucefler. 

Glo.   Ay^  Ednvard  will  ufe  women  honourably. 
'Would  he  were  walled,  marrow,  bones,  and  all. 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring. 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for" 
And  yet  between  my  foul's  defire  and  me, 
(The  luftful  Ed^xvard"^  Title  buried) 
Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  fon  young  Edxvard-, 
And  all  th'  unlook'd-for  iiTae  of  tlieir  bodies. 
To  take  their  rooms  ere  I  can  place  myfelf. 
A  cold  premeditation  for  xnj  purpofe ! 
W^y,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  Sov'reignty, 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  fpyes  a  far-off  Ihore  where  he  would  tread, 

Wlihing 
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Wifhing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye. 

And  chides  the  Sea  that  funders  him  from  thence. 

Saying,  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way: 

So  do  I  wiih,  the  Crown  being  fo  far  off, 

And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from  it ; 

And  fo  (I  fay)  I'll  cut  the  caufes  off. 

Flattering  my  mind  with  things  impoffible. 

My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 

Unlefs  my  hand  and  ftrength  could  equal  them. 

Well,  fay  there  is  no  Kingdom  then  for  Richard: 

What  other  pleafure  can  the  world  afford  ? 

I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap. 

And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 

And 'witch  fweet  ladies  v^ith  mj  words  and  looks. 

Oh  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely. 

Than  to  accomplilh  twenty  golden  Crowns. 

Why,  Love  forfwcre  me  in  my  mother's  womb  : 

And,  for  I  fhould  not  deal  in  her  foft  laws. 

She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  bribe 

To  (Virink  mine  arm  up  like  a  v.dtherM  fhrub. 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back. 

Where  fits  Deform.ity  to  mock  my  body  j 

To  fhape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize ; 

To  difproportion  me  in  every  part : 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  bear-whelp. 

That  carries  no  impreifioh  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd? 

Oh,  monftrous  fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought ! 

Then  fmce  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'er- bear  fuch 

As  are  of  better  pcrfon  than  myfelf; 

I'll  make  my  heav'n  to  dream  upon  the  Crown ; 

And,  while  I  live,  t'account  this  world  but  Hell, 

Until  the  mif  Ihap'd  trunk  that  bears  this  head, 

Be  round-impaled  with  a  glorious  Crown. 

And  vet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  Crown, 

For  many  lives  fl-and  between  me  and  home: 

And  I,  (1-ke  one  loll  in  a  thorn)^  wood. 

That  rends  the  thorns,  and  ir  rent  v/ith  the  thorns. 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ilrayiug  from  the  way. 

Not  knowing  how  to  finci  the  open  air. 

But 
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But  toiling  defpVately  to  find  it  out) 

Torment  myielf  to  catch  the  En^JiJh  CrcATi. 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myfelf. 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  ax. 

Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  while  I  fmile  5 

And  cry,  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions : 

I'll  drown  more  failors,  than  the  Mermaid  Hiall ; 

I'll  flay  more  gazers,  than  the  Bafilific; 

I'll  phy  the  orator,  as  well  as  l^eftor  5 

Deceive  more  flily,  than  UlyJJ'es  could  ; 

And,  like  a  ^Inon^  take  another  Troy : 

I  can  add  colours  ev'n  to  t^e  Camelion  ; 

Change  fhapes  v/ith  Proteiis,  for  advantages ; 

^  And  fet  th'  afpiring  Catiline  to  fchool. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  gee  a  Crown  ? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [^Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Changes  to  France. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Lewis,  Lady  Bona,  Bourbon, 
Edward  Prince  of  Wales,  ^leen  Margaret,  and  the 
Earl  of  Oxford.     Lewis  fts,  and  rifeth  up  again. 

K.  L^xu-IT^  AIR  Queen  of  England^  worthy  Margaret, 

\^    Sit  down  with  us  ;  it  ill  befits  thy  State, 
And  Birth,  that  thou  thould'R  iland,  while  Lenvis  fits. 

^leen.  No,  mighty  King  of  Fr^^r^  ;  now  Margaret 
Mail  ftrike  her  fail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve. 
Where  Kings  command.     I  was,  I  mud  confefs^ 
Great  Jlhions  Queen  in  former  golden  days : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  Title  down. 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  ground  ; 
Where  I  mull  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune. 
And  to  my  humble  Seat  conform  myfelf. 

2  And  fet  the  murth'rous  Mnchlavei  to  fchsoL']  As  this  Is  an- 
Anachronifm,  and  the  old  quarvO  reads, 

And  fet  tb'  afpiring  Catiline   to  fcboot, 
I  don't  know  why  it  fhould  not  beprefcrr'd. 

Vol.  V.  H  K.  Iciv,, 
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K.  tenx).  Why,  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings  this 
deep  deipair  ? 

^een.   From  fuch  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears; 
And  ftops  my  tongue,  whiie  my  heart's  drownM  in  cares. 

K.  Leio.   Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  ftiU  like  thyfelf. 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.      Yield  not  thy  neck 

\_S eats  her  by  him. 
To  fortu^ne's  yoak,   but  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 
Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret  y  and  tell  thy  grief; 
Jt  Ihall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

^eev.  Thofe  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping 
thoughts. 
And  give  my  tongue-tyM  forrows  leave  to  fpealc 
Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  noble  Lenjois, 
That  Henry,  fole  poffeffor  of  my  love. 
Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifti'd  man,  . 
And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  2i  forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Ed<^vardy   Duke  oi  York, 
Ufurps  the  regal  Title,  and  the  Seat 
.Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe,  that  I,  poor  Margaret, 
With  this  my  fon  Prince  Ed-ward,  Henry\  heir. 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  and  lawful  aid: 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  : 
Our  People  and  our  Peers  are  both  mif-led. 
Our  Treafure  feiz'd,  our  Soldiers  put  to  flight. 
And,  as  thou  feeft,  ourfelves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.  Leav.   Renowned  Queen,  with  patience  calm  the 
ftorm; 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

^een.  The  more  we  ftay,  the  Wronger  grows  our  foe. 

K.  Zr^oc'.  The  more  I  ftay,  the  more  Til  fuccour  thee. 

^een.  ">  O,  but  impatience,  waiting,  rues  to  morrow. 
And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

SCENE 

3  0,  hut  impatience '^WTr.TV.  on  true  sorrow. 

And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 1  How  does  t«- 
patience,  more  particularly,  ivait  on  true  forroiv  P  On  the  coatrary, 
foch  forrow  m  the  Q»een's,  which  came  gradually  on,  through  a 

long 
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Enter  Warwick. 

K.  Le^M.  What's  he,  approacheth  boldly  to  our  Vie^ 
fence  ? 

^een.  Our   Earl  of   Warnuick,  E^^anTs  grcatefl 
friend. 

K.  Len,v.  Welcome,   brave   Warnjotck,   what  brings 
thee  to  Trance  f  \He  d^fcends.      che  crijeih-* 

^teen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  fiorm  to  rife ; 
For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide 

War.    From  worthy  Ed^vard^  King  of  Alhlon^ 
My  Lord  and  Sovereign,  and  tiiy  vowed  friend, 
I  come  (in  kindnefs  and  unfeigned  love) 
Firli  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  perfon, 
And  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity  j 
And  lafdy,  to  confirm  that  arnity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona^  thy  fair  filler. 
To  EnglaJid\  King  in  lawful  m  rri.'.ge. 

^leen.  If  That  go  forward,  Henry  s  hope  Is  done  f 

War.   And,  gracious  Madam,  in  our  Kmg's  behalf, 

\fipeakhg  to  Bona, 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour. 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  hand  j  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  palhon  of  my  Sovereign's  heart; 
Where  fame,  late  ent'ring  at  his  heedful  ears. 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beauty's  image  and  thy  virtue. 

^een.  King  Le^-ivts,  and  lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Before  you  anfwer  War<vjuk.     His  demand 
Springs  not  from  EdnvanT^  well-meant  honeft  love, 

long  coorfe  of  misfcrturxes,  is  generally  lefs  impatient  than  that  of 
thofe  who  have  fallen  into  fudden  miferies.  The  true  reading  fcesii* 
to  be, 

0,  but  impatierce,  waiting,  Rurs  to  morrow: 
And  fee,  ivbere  tomes  the  breeder  of  my  forrciv. 
i.  e:  When  impatience  waits  and  fo!-cics  for  redrefs,  there  is  nothing 
fhe  fo  much  dreads  as  beirtgput  off 'till  to  mo-rcnv,  (a  prove!  bial  ex- 
prelTion  for  procraftination.)  This  was  a  very  proper  rep'y  to  what 
the  King  fiiid  laft,  and  in  a  fentiment  worthy  t^t  the  poet.  A  rhime 
too  i«  added  as  was  cuftomary  with  h'm,  at  theclofing  a  t^cne. 

H  2  But 


J.48  The  third  Part  of 

But  from  deceit  bred  by  neceffity  : 

^or  liow  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 

TJnlefs  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance? 

To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reafon  may  fuffice. 

That  Henry  liveth  ftill ;  but  were  he  dead. 

Yet  here  Prince  Ednjoard  ftands,  King  Henry  ^  fon. 

Look  therefore,  Lenvis,  that  by  this  league  and  marriage 

Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  di(honour  : 

For  tho'  Ufurpers  fway  the  Rule  a  while, 

Yet  heav'ns  are  juft,  and  time  fupprefTeth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret  ! 

Prince.  And  why  not  Queen  ? 

War.  Becaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp. 
And  thou  no  more  art  Prince,  than  fhe  is  Queen. 

Oxf,  Then  Warn.vick  difannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt^ 
Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  par.t  of  Spain  j 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt^  Henry  the  fourth, 
Whofe  wifdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wifefti 
And,  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  the  fifth. 
Who  by  his  Prowefs  conquered  all  France  : 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  fmooth  difcourfe. 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  fixth  hath  loil: 
AU  That  \yhich  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methiiiks,  thefe  Peers  of  France  fhould  fmile  at  That. 
But,  for  the  reft.;  you. tell  9.  Pedigree 
Ofthreefcore  and  tv/o  years,  afiltytime 
To  make  Prefcriptlon  for  a  Kingdoi^i's  worth. 

Oxf.  Why,    Waravic/:,  canft  thou  fpeak  againft  thy 
Liege, 
Whom  thou  obeyedft  thirty  and  fix  years. 
And  not  bewray  thy  treafon  with  a  blufh  ?  ^ 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  Right, 
Now  buckler  faliliood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  {hame,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Ed-vcard  King. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fo,  my  father  1 
Even  in  the  downfal  of  his  mellow'd  years. 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door,of  death  ? 
3S'o,  War-wickf  no  ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm. 

This 
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This  arm  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancajier, 

War.   And  1  the  Ho  fe  of  York. 

K.  Le^j^.  Q^ieen  Margaret,   Prince    Ed^ard^    and 
Oxford 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft  to  ftand  afide. 
While  I  ufe  farther  conference  with  lVarnx:ick. 

^een.  Heav'ns  grant,  that  War^mck\  words  bewitcli 
him  not !  \Jhey  fa'nd  aloof. 

K.  Lew.  Now,    Warwick,  tell  me    even  upon  thy 
confcience. 
Is  Edward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  loth 
To  link  with  him,  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 

K.  Lew.  Bat  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eyes  ? 

War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Lew.  Then  flirther  ;  all  diffembling  fet  afide. 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  filler  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems, 
As  may  befeem  a  Monttfch  like  himfelf : 
Myfelf  have  often  heard  him  fay,  and  fwear,  ! 

4-  That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant, 
Whereof  the  root  was  f  xM  in  virtue's  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain'd  with  beauty's  fun ; 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  difdain, 
Unlefs  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Le%v.  Now,  filler,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 

Bona.  Your  Grant,  or  your  Dehial,  Iball  be  mine. 
Yet  1  confefs,  that  often  ere  this  day,     \_Speaks  to  War, 
When  1  have  heard  your  King's  defert  recounted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  defire. 

K.  Lew.  Then,   Warwick,  this ;  our  filler  fhall  bj- 
Edward'^. 
And  now  forthwith  (hall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  King  muft  make. 
Which  with  her  dowry  fhall  be  counterpois'd. 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witnefs. 
That  Bgna  fhall  be  wife  to  th'  Englijh  King. 

4  llcat  this  bis  lovt  Was  art  E  x  t  I R  K  a  t  pla^r,  ]    The  old  cu2r t« 
reads  rightly  eternal-:  Alluding  to  the  pknts  of  Faradijj;, 

H  3  Frincf-f 
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Prince.   To  'Ed-ward^  but  not  to  the  EngliJhY^inv, 

^een.  Deceitful  IVarnvick,  it  was  thy  device 
By  tiiis  alliance  to  make  void  my  fuit ; 
Bclbre  thy  Coming,  Leivis  was  Henrys  friend. 

K.  Lenjj.  And  ftill  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret  % 
"Bnt  if  your  Tit'c  to  the  Crown  be  weak. 
As  may  appear  by  Ed<voard'i>  good  fuccefs ; 
Then  'tis  but  reafon,  that  I  be  releas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  fhall  you  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  hand. 
That  your  eftate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at  his  cafe. 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lofe. 
And  as  for  you  yourfelf,  our  quondam  Queen^ 
You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

^een.  Peace,    impudent  and   fhamelefs    Warivicky 
peace  \ 
Proud  fetter-up  and  puller-down  of  Kings  ? 
1  will  not  hence,  *till  with  my  talk  and  tears 
(Both  full  of  truth)  I  make  King  Leivis  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  and  thy  lord's  falfe  love  : 

\_PoJi^  hlonving  a  horn  ^within. 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  felf-fame  feather. 

K.  Le'w,  Warwick^  this  is  fome  Poll  to  us,  or  thee. 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  a  Toji, 

Poft,  My  lord  Ambaffador,  thefe  letters  are  for  you  j 

[To  Warwick. 
Sent  from  your  brother,  Marquis  Montague. 
Thefe,  from  our  King  unto  your  Majefty. 

[To  King  Lewis. 
And,  Madam,  thefe  for  you  j  from  whom  I  know  not. 
[To  the  ^leen.      They  all  read  their  Letters. 
Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  Queen  and  Miilrels 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  VVar^vick  frowns  at  his. 
Prince,  Nay,  mark,  how  Le-vuis  llamps  as  he  were 
nettled. 
I  hope,  all's  for  the  beft. 

K.  Le'vj. 
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K.  Letv.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news?  and  yours, 
fair  Queen  ? 

^uefft    Mine  fuch,  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhopM  joys. 

War    Mine  full  of  forrow  and  heart's  difcontent. 

K.  Lew.  What !    has  your  King  marry 'd  the  lady 
Gray  ? 
And  noWi  to  footh  your  forgery  artd  his. 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfwade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  th'  aUiance,  that  ne  feeks  with  France? 
Dare  he  prefume  to  fccrn  us  in  this  manner? 

0ueen.  I  told  your  Maj^Hy  as  much  before; 
ThiTrrovtth  Ed^joard\  love  and  WarnMtck's  honefty. 

War.   Kirg  Leixiis,  I  here  proteft  in  fight  of  heav-ri. 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heav'nly  blifs. 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  Ed^wanP^ : 
No  more  my  King  j  for  he  dilhonowrs  me. 
But  moft  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  fhante. 
Did  I  forget,  th-.t  by  the  Houfe  oiTork  _, 

My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
i  Did  I  let  pafs  th'  abufe  done  to  my  Niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  Crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  Right  ? 
And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft  with  Ihame  ? 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  defert  is  honour  I 
And  ro  repair  my  honour  loll  for  hinl', 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry. 
My  noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  pafs. 
And  henceforth,  I  am  thy  true  fervitor  : 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona^ 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  Hate. 

^een.   Warnvick,  thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  hate  tCf 
love, 
And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults;  ' 
And  joy,  that  thou  becom'il  King  Henry^s  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friendj,  • 
That  if  King  Leiuis  vouchfafe  to  furnifh  us 
With  fome  few  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
I'll  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coaft, 

5  Did  Hit  pafs  tb^  ahufe  done  to  my  Niece  f^  Whom  King  Edward 
attempted  in  the  Earl  «f  fVarwttk'h  houfc.  Holittgjhed, 

H4.  And 
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And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  fhall  fuccour  him; 
And,  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  letters  tell  me. 
He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him, 
for  matching  more  for  wanton  lull  than  honour. 
Or  than  for  Ilrength  and  iafety  of  our  Country. 

Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  fhall  Bona  be  re\  eng'd. 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diflreffed  Queen  ? 

^een.  Renowned  Prince,  how  fhall  poor  Henry  live, 
Unlefs  thou  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair  ? 

Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Englijh  Queen's,  are  one. 

iVar.   And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  ]oms  with  yours. 

K.  X(?cu'.  And  mine  with  hers,  and  thine,  a.ndMargarei's, 
Therefore  at  laft  I  firmly  am  refolv'd 
You  fhall  have  aid. 

^teen.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

K.  Lenv.   Then,  England's  mefTenger,  return  in  pofl:,- 
And  tell  falfe  Ed'ward,  thy  fuppofcd  King, 
1'hat  Leivis  of  France  is  fending  over  mafkers. 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 
Thou  feefl  what's  pail,  go  fear  thy  King  withal. 

Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  ihortly^ 
I  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

flueen.   Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide ; 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong ; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward,  be  gone.  — —  \Exit  Foji, 

K.  Le<vj.  But,  War-ivicky 
Thy  felf  and  Oxford  with  five  thoufand  men 
i>hall  crofs  the  feas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battle: 
And,  as  occafion  ferves,  this  noble  Queen 
And  Prince  fhall  follow  with  a  frelh  fupply. 
Yet  ere  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt : 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War.  This  fhall  aflure  my  conflant  loyalty,. 
That  if  our  Queen  and  this  young  Prince  agree^ 
I'll  join  my  younger  daughter  and  my  joy 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  wedlock'  bands. 

Slueen.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  ycur  motion, 
^pn  Edv:ard,  fhe  is  fair  and  virtuous  j 

Therefore 
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Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  JVarii:ick^ 
And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable. 
That  only  War^i.vkk\  daughter  fhall  be  thine. 

Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  ihe  well  deferves  it :' 
And  here  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

\He  gives  his  hand  to  Warwick. 

K.  Levj.  Why  flay  we  now?  thefe  foldiefs  fhall  be 
levy'd. 
Arid  thou,  lord  Bourhen,  our  High  Admiral, 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long,  'till  Ednxard  fall  by  war's  mifcJhance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France. 

{ixeunt.  Manet  Warwick^ 

War.  I  came  from  'EdnjjarddiS  ambaiTador, 
B'Jt  I  return  his  fworn  and  m.ortal  foe  : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  Charge  he  gave  me,  - 
But  dreadful  war  fhall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Hlid  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  Stale,  but  me  > 
Then  none  but  I  fhall  turn  his  jeil  to  forrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown,   - 
And  ril  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry  s  mifery, 
But  feek  r&venge  on  Edivard's  mockery.  \^Exii. 


A  C  T    IV.     SCENE    I. 

The  Palace  in  England. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  ■  Somerfet  and  Montague: 

GIo.  ^^TOW  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,v/h2it  thii>kyoii 

JJ^    Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Gray? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France  : 
How  could  he  llay  'till  Wdrivick  made  Return  ? 

Som.  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk :  here  conies  the  King. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward,  Lady  Gray  as  ^eem 
Pembroke,  Stafford,  ^/^^Haftings:  Four  Ji and  on  ane^ 
ftdey  and  four  on  the  other.    ■ 

G/<7.  And  his  well  chofen  bride^. 

H  5  Clar, 
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I     CLzy.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 

K.  Ediv    Now,  brother  CA?r^/zf^,  how  like  you  our 
choice, 
That  you  Hand  penfive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 

Clar.  As    well  as   Le^vjis  oi  France,  or  th'  Earltf 
Ifar^joicky 
Which  are  fo  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment. 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 

K.  Ed'iv    Suppofethey  take  oflence  without  acaufet 
They  are  but  Z^w/V  and  Wawjick,  and  I  am  Ed'vjard, 
Your  King  and  Warnvick\,  and  muft  have  my  will. 

Glo.  And  you  fhall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our  King. 
Yet  hally  marriage  feldom  proveth  well. 

K.  Edn.v.    Yea,  brother  'Richard^  are  you  offended  too  ? 
Glo,  Not  I;  no :  God  forbid,  that  I  ihould  wiih 
Them  fevered  whom  God  hath  joinM  together  : 
Pity  to  funder  them,  thatyoak  fo  well. 

K.  Ednxj.  Setting  your  fcorns  and  yourmiHike  afide. 
Tell  me  fome  rcaibn,  why  the  lady  Gray 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  Queen  ? 
And  )'0U  too,  Somerfet  and  MontaguSy 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Then  this  is  my  opinion  ;  that  King  Leivts 
Becomes  your  enemy  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

Glo.  And  War-ivickj  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge. 
Is  now  diihonoured  by  this  new  marriage* 

K.  Edu.^j.   What  if  both  Lenvis  and  PFarnvick  be  ap* 
peas'd, 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  ? 

Mo}it.  Yet  tohavejoin'd  withivY?«r^infuch  alliance,, 
Would  more  have  ftrengthenM  this  our  Common-wealth 
'Gainfl  foreign  ftorms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Haji.    Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  o.f  itfelf 
England  i^  fafe,  if  true  within  itieU? 

Mont.  Yes ;   but  the  fafer,  when  'tis   back'd   wItJi 

France. 
HaJ},   'Tis  better  ufing  France,  than  trailing  Franct, 
let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  feas, 
Wliich  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  alone  defend  ourielves : 

In 
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In  them,  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lyes. 

C/ar.  For  this  one  fpeech,  lord  Haftings  wclldefervea 
To  have  the  Heir  of  the  lord  Hungetford, 

K.  Ed^.  Ay,  what  of  that  ?   it  was  my  will  and 
Grant, 
And  for  this  once  my  will  fliall  Hand  for  law. 

Glo.  And  yet,  methinks,  your  Grace  hath  not  done 
well, 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scalis  ' 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride  j 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence  y 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar.  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  beftowM  the  heir 
Of  the  lord  B on<v ill  oxi  your  new  wife's  fon. 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfe  where. 

K.  Ed^.  Alas,  poor  Clarevce  !  is  it  for  a  wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar»  In  chufing  for  yourfelf,  you  ihew'd  your  judg-:, 
ment ; 
Which  being  fhallow,  you  ihall  give  me  Leare 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf; 
And,  to  that  end,  I  fliortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K.  Ed^.   Leave  me,  or  tarry,  EdnvardwiW  be  King 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brother's  will. 

^een.   My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Majefty" 
To  raife  my  ftate  to  Title  of  a  Queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  muft  all  confefs    ■ 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  Defcent ; 
And  meaner  than  myfelf  have  had  like  fortune.   - 
But  as  this  Title  honours  me  and  mine, 
So  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing. 
Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  forrow. 

K.  Ednjj.    My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their 
frowns  J 
What  danger,  or  what  forrow,  can  befal  thee. 
So  long  as  EdiK;ard  is  thy  conftant  friend. 
And  their  true  Sovereign,  whom  they  muft  obey  ? 
Nay,  whom  they  Ihall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlefs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands  : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe  ,* 
And  they  ihall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 
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G/>.  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  flimk  the  more; 

SCENE    II. 

Entfr  a  Foji. 
K..  Tiix:.-  Now,  MeiTenger,  v/hat  letters  or  what  news 

from  France? 
Poft.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  letters,  and  few  words ; 
But  fuch  as  I  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edn-t;}.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee  : 
So  tell  their  words,  as  near  as  thou  canil  guefs  them. 
What  aniwer  makes  K.mgLei.vis  to  our  letters? 

Pofl    At  my  Depart,  theie  were  his  very  words ; 
Go  tell  falfe  EJnvard,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Leivis  of  France  is  fending  over  mafkers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 

Ik.Fd'vj.  Is  Le^vis  fo  brave  ?  belike,  he  thinks  me 
He  my. 
But  what  faid  lady  Bo»a  to  my  Marriage? 

PoJ^.  Thefe  were  her  words,  uUer'd  with  mild  dif^ 
dain: 
Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  ftiortly, 
lUl  vvear  the  willow  garland  for  his  lake. 

K.  Ed^v.  I  blame  not  her,  ihe  could  fay  little  lefs; 
She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  faid  Henry  s  Queen  ? 
For  fo  I  heard,  that  Ihe  was  there  in  place. 

Pojl.  Tell  him,  {quoth  Ihe)  my  mourning  weeds  ar« 
done; 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

K.  EdrM.  Belike,  Ihe  means  to  play  the  Amazon, 
But  what  faid  Warixnck  to  thefe  injuries  ? 

FoJ}.  He,  more  incens'd  againit  your  Majefty 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words ; . 
Tell  him  from  mc,  that  he  hath  done  me  Wrongs 
^nd  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  ere'' t  be  long. 

K.  Ed^^v.  Ha !  durll  the  Traiior  breath  out  fo  proud 
words  ? 
Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  fore-warnM: 
They  lliall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  prefamption. 
But  fay,  is  ^'"^r^.wVX- friends  with  Mmgaret? 

FoJi. 
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Poji.  Ay,   gracious  Sovereign,  they're  fo  link'd  in^ 
friendlhip, 
That  young  Prince  £(/av«r^  marries  War-zuick'i  daugh- - 


ter. 


Ciur.  Belike,  the  younger;  Clarence  yfiW'  \iz.\^xht 

elder. 
Now,  brother  King,  farevvel,  and  fit  you  fail. 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warnjukr^  other  daughter  •; 
That  though  I  want  a  Kingdom,  yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. 
You,  that  love  me  and  Wawjick,  follow  me. 

\_Extt  Clarence  ; .««//  Somerfet  follo^i's, 
GIo.  Not  I  :  my  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter : 
I  itay  not  for  love  of  Ed-ivard,  but  the  Crown.       [Jfide. 
K.  Ed^Tv.  C/arence  2ind  Somer/et  both  gone  to  J/W^ - 
ivui  ? 
Yet  am  I  arm'd  againft  the  worft  can  happen  ; 
And  hafte  is  needful  in  this  defpVate  cafe  : 
Pembroke  ^nd  Stafford^  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war ; 
They  are  already,  or  will  foon  be  landed  ; 
Myfelf  in  perfon  will  flraight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  StafForJ/ 
But  ere  I  go,  Hafiings  and  Montague^ 
Refolve  my  doubt :  you  twain,  of  all  the  reft, 
Are  near  to  War^.ukk  by  blood  and  by  alliance  ; 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  War^ivick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  : 
I  rather  wifn  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience. 
Give  me  affurance  with  fome  friendly  vow. 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpei:!. 

Mon,  So  God  help  Montague^  as  he  proves  true  \ 
HaJ}.  And  Hajiings,  as  he  favours  Edivard"^  Caufe  ? 

K.  Ed-w.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  Hand  by 

5 


us  t 


GIo.  Ay,  in  defplght  of  all  that  fhall  withftand  you. 
K.  Edio,  Why  io,  then  am  I  fure  of  vidory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofe  no  hour, 
'Till  we  meet  War^'jick  with  his  foreign  Power. 

\^Exeunt, 
SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 
In  Warwickfhire. 
Eftter  Warwick  and  Oxford,  nvith  French  SoUhrx. 

War/  i  ^RUST  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well; 
X     The  common  people  fwarm  by  numbers 
to  us. 
Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 
But  fee,  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come  ; 
Speak  fuddenly,  my  lords,  are  we  all  friends  ? 
Clar.   Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 
War.   Then,  gentle  Clarencey   v/elcome  unto  War* 

And  welcome,  Somerfet :  I  hold  it  cowardife 

To  reft  miilruilful,  when  a  noble  heart 

Hath  pawnM  an  open  hand  in  fign  of  love. 

Elfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edivard^s  brother. 

Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings. 

But  welcome,  friend,  my  daughter  ihall  be  thine.  . 

And  now  what  refts,  but  in  night's  coverture. 

Thy  brother  being  carelefly  encamp'd, 

Hii.  foldiers  lurking  in  the  (a)  towns  about. 

And  but  attended  by  a  fimple  guard. 

We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure  ? 

Our  fcouts  have  found  th*  adventure  very  eafie  : 

That  as  Uljjfes  and  flout  Diomede 

With  flight  and  manhood  {lo'e  to  Rhefus'  Tents, 

And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  ht2\  Q.teds  i 

So  we,  well  cover'd  with  the  night's  black  mantle. 

At  unawares  may  beat  down  Ednvard's  guard. 

And  fe-ze  himfeif :  I  fay  not,  flaughter  him  ;      . 

For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprize  him  ; 

You,  that  will  fcilo-.v  me  to  this  attempt. 

Applaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[They  all  cry,  Henry  J 
Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filent  fort. 
For  Wariuick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  George  ! 

^Exeunt, 
i  r^;  T^«J.     Dr.  r^/;%— Vulg.  Tiwn,  1 
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SCENE    IV. 
Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  Kings  Tent. 

1  Watch    Come  on,  my  mailers,  each  man  take  his  - 

Stand : 
The  King  by  this  has  fet  him  down  to  Hcep. 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

1  Watch.  Why,  no ;  for  he  hath  made   a  Ibleran 

vow. 
Never  to  lye  and  take  his  natural  Reft, 
Till  Warivick  or  himfelf  be  quite  fuppreft. 

2  Watch.  To  morrow  then,  belike,  fhall  be  the  day  i 
If  Wavwick  be  fo  near,  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  Bu:  fay,  I  pray,  what  Nobleman  is  that. 
That  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  his  tent  ? 

1  Watch.   'Tis  the  lord  Haftings,  the  King's  chiefeft 

friend. 
3  Watch.  6,  is  it  fo  r  but  v/hy  commands  the  King, 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him. 
While  he  himielf  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honour,  becaufe  the  more 

dangerous. 
2  Watch.  Ay,  but  gire  m.e  worfhipand  quietnefs  % 
I  like  it  better  than  a  d^.ng'rous  honour. 
If  War^vjick  knew  in  wnat  eftate  he  ftands, 
*Tis  to  be  doubted,  h«  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch.  Unlefs  our  halberds  did  fhut  up  his  paffage. 

2  Watch.  Ay ;  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  this  royal  tent, 
But  to  defend  his  perfon  from  night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somgrfet,  and 
French  Soldiers,   filent  all. 
War.  This  is  his  tent ;    and  fee,  where  Hands  his 
guard  : 
Courage,  my  mailers :  honour  now,  or  never  t 
But  follow  me,  and  Edvjard  Ihall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diell. 

[Warwick  and  the  reji  cry  all,  Warwick  f  War- 
wick !    and  fet  upon  the  Guard  \  njjho  fiy,  crying, 
Jrmi!Ar?ni!  Warwick  and  the  red  follovjing  them. 
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The  Drum  beatings  ami  •  Trumpets  founding. 

Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  rejly  bringing  the 
King  out  in  a  go-xvn,  fitting  in  a  chair ;  Glo'ller  and 
Haftings  Jijing  o-ver  the  Stage, 

Som.   What  are  the)%  that  fly  there  ?  : 

War.   Richard  and  Hafin^s ;  let  them  eo,  here  is 
The  Duke.  ^ 

K.  Ed'iv.  The  Duke!    why, -/T^r-avVi,    when  we 
parted,  ^ 
Thou  cairdft  me  King?  - 

TVar.   Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alterM. 
When  you  difgrac'd  me  in  my  ambaflade. 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  King; 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  Tork. 
Alas,  how  fliould  you  govern  any  kingdom,  .  j 

That  know  not  how  to  ufe  ambaffadors ;  * 

Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife. 
Nor  how  to  ufe  your  brothers  brotherly,   . 
Nor  how  to  liudy  for  the  people's  welfare,  ^ 
Nor  how  to  fliroud  yourfelf  from  enemies  ? 

K:.  Ednjj.  Brother  q{  Clarence^  and  art  thou  here  too?  ? 
Nay,  then  I  fee,  that  Edn.vard  needs  muir  down. 
Yet,  War^jjick,  in  defpight  of  all  mifchance. 
Of  thee  thyfelf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Ed-TvardvyiW  always  bear  himfelf  as  King  : 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  i1:ate. 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 

tf^ar.  Then,   for  his.  mind,    be   Ed-ward  England's 
King:  [^Takcs  off  his  Cro^jun,    . 

But  Henry  now  Ihall  wear  the  Englijh  crown. 
And  be  true  King,  indeed  :  thou  but  the  fhadow. 
My  Lord  oi  Somerfet y  at  my  rcqueft. 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Ed^uoard  be  convey 'd 
Unto  my  brother,  archbilhop  of  York  :   . 
When  i  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
J'l]  follow  you,  and  tell  you  what  reply 
Le^wis  and  i.ady  Bona  lent  to  him  : 
jNow  for  a  while  farewel,  good  Duke  of  2^r/^. 

K..  Edn,v, 
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K.  Ed-.t,>.  What  fates  impofe,  that  men  muft  needs 
abide; 
It  boots  not  to  refift  bo'h  wind  and  tide. 

[f.v/V  King  Edward  led  outforceahly* 
Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us  to  do. 
Bat  march  to  London  with,  our  foldicrs  ? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  firll  thing  that  we  have  to  do ; 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprifonment. 
And  fee  him  feated  in  the  regal  throne.  [^Exernit. 

SCENE     V. 

The    PALACE. 

Enter  Rivers,  and  the  ^eem 

^icy^  TyyTADAM-,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden 

XVl  change  ? 

^een.  Why  brother  Rt'vers,  are  you  yet  to  learn^. 

What  late  misfortune  has  befain  King  Ed-ward? 

Ri'V.  What !  lofs  of  fome  pitcht  battle  againft  ^Var- 

n,vick? 
9ueen.  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  royal  perfon. 
Riv.  Then  is  my  {overeign  flain  ? 
^icen.  Ay,  almoft  flainj  for  he  is  taken  prifoncr. 
Either,  betray 'd  by  fallhood  of  his  guard. 
Or  by  his  foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : 
And,  as  T  further  have  to  underfland. 
Is  now  committed  to  the  bilhop  of  Tork, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Ri"j.  Thefenews,  I  muft  confefs,  are  full  of  grief : 
Yet,  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may  ; 
War^-ivick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

^teen.  'Till  then  fair  hope  muft  hinder  life's  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair, 
For  love  of  £^".t'«r^'s  ofF-fpring  in  my  womb  : 
This  is't,  that  makes  me  bridle  in  my  paiTion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune's  crpfs : 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear. 
And  ftop  the  rifmg  of  blood-fucking  fighs^. 
Left  with  my  fighs  or  tears,  I  blaft  or  drown 
^ing  Ed-vjard'^  fruit,  true  heir  to  th'  Englijh  crown. 

Riv, 
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Riir,  But,  Madam,  where  is  PTarnjuick  then  become? 

^ueen.  I  am  informed  tiint  he  com-s  towards  Londojty 
To  f'et  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry  s  head : 
Gueis  tkou  the  reft,  King  Ed^var^^  friends  muft  down. 
But  to  prevent  the  tyran  's  violence, 
(For  truft  not  him,  that  once  hath  broken  faith ;) 
ril  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fandi.ary, 
To  fave  at  leait  the  heir  of  Edivard's  right. 
There  fhall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud : 
Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly  i 
If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI. 
J  Park  near  Middleham-Caftle  in  York(hire. 

Enter  Gloucefter,    Lord  Haftings,   and  Sir  William 
Stanley. 

^^^•"^TOW,  my  Lord  Hajiings,  and  Sir  William 

X^  Stanley, 

Leave  cff  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither. 
Into  the  chiefeft  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  ftands  the  cafe  ;  you  know,  our  King,  my  brother. 
Is  pric'ncr  to  the  bifhop,  at  whofe  hands 
He  h?th  good  ufs^e  and  great  liberty ; 
And  often  but  attended  with  vv^eak  guard 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf.  ^ 
I  have  advertis'd  him  by  fecret  means. 
That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way, 
TJiiuer  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game  j 
He  ftiall  here  nnd  his  friends  with  horfe  and  men. 
To  fet  him  btt  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  Ki?tg  Edward,  and  a  Hunt fm  an  wuith  him, 

Hunt,  This  way,  my  Lord,  for  this  way  lies  the  game.  ^ 
K.  Ed'vj.  'Nayy  this  way,  man ;  fee,  where  the  huntf-  - 
men  ftand. 
Now,  brother  Glo'/er,  Haflings,  and  the  reft. 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteal  the  biftiop's  deer? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  halle. 
Your  horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  park-comer. 

K.  em: 
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K.  Ednjo.  But  whither  Ihall  we  then  ?- 

Ha/i.   To  Lyn,  my  Lord, 
And  ihip  from  therxe  to  Flanders. 

Gio.  Well  g  eft,  believe  me,  for  that  was  my  meaning, 

K.  Edn.v.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs. 

Gh    But  wiieretore  ftay  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 

K.  Ed'w.  Huntfman,  what  fay*ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou  go 
along? 

Hunt.  Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hangM. 

Glo,  Come  then  away,  let's  ha*  no  more  ado. 

K.  Ed'-M.  Biihop,   farewel ;  ftiield  thee  from   Wat-' 
fvjicliz  I'rown  ; 
And  pray,  that  I  may  repoffefs  the  crown.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII. 
Changes  to  the  Tonver  in  London, 

Enter  Ki?ig  Henry,  Clarence,  Warwick,  Somerfet, 
young  Richm.ond,  Oxford,  Montague,  and  Lieutenant 
of  the  Tower. 

K  Henry. IL  /€  R.   Lieutenant,    now  that   God   and 

IVX         friends 
Have  fha'Kcn  Ednvard  from  the  regal  feat. 
And  turn'd  my  captive  ftate  to  liberty. 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys ; 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

Lieu,  Subjeds  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  (bvc- 
reigns  ; 
But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  For  what,'  Lieutenant  ?  for  well  ufing  me  ? 
Nay,  be  thou  fure.  Til  well  requite  thy  kindnefs  j 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment  a  pleafure : 
Ay,  fuch  a  pleafare  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when  after  many  moody  thoughts. 
At  Lift,  by  notes  of  houftiold  harmony. 
They  quire  forg  ?t  their  lofs  of  liberty. 
But  Warnjoichy  after  God,  thou  fett'ft  me  free,  ", 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee ;. 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  inftrument. 

There- 
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Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  fortane's  fpight,- 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  bleffed  land 
May  not  be  punifhM  with  my  thwarting  ftars  ; 
JVar-ivick,  althourh  my  head  ftill  wear  the  crown, 
I  here  refign  my  government  to  thee, 
JFor  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  has  IHU  been  fam'd  for  virtuous. 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtuous, 
By  fpying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice; 
Por  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  ftars ; 
Yet  in  this  one  thmg  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 
For  chufmg  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Clar.   No,  Warnvick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway, . 
To  whom  the  heav'ns  in  thy  nativity 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch  and  lawrel  crown^ 
As  likely  to  be  bleft  in  peace  and  war  j 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

War.  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  protedor. 

K.  Henry.   Warnvick  and   Clarence,    give  me  both 
your  hands  j 
Kow  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  Kands,  your  hearts. 
That  no  diHenti on  hinder  government. 
I  make  you  both  protcftors  of  this  land. 
While  I  myfelf  will  lead  a  private  life  ; 
And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days. 
To  fm's  rebuke  and  my  Creator's  praife. 

War.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  fovereign's  will  ? 

Clar.  That  he  confents,  if  Wartvick  yield  confent  j 
For  on  thy  fortune  Irepofe  myfelf. 

War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  mull  Ibe  content:- 
We'll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  fhadow 
To  Henry'^s  body,  and  fupply  his  place; 
I  mean,  i^  bearing  weight  of  government: 
While  he  enjoy's  the  honour,  and  his  eafc. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful. 
Forthwith  that  EdzuarJbe  pronounc'd  a  traitor  i 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  confifcated. 

Cla.  What  elfe?  and  that  fucceffion  be  determin'd. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  fhall  not  want  his  part. 
K.  Henry,  But  wth  the  firil  of  all  our  chief  a£iirs, 

Let 
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vLet  me  intreat,  for  I  command  no  more, 
That  Margaret  your  Queen  and  my  Ton  Edxwari 
Be  fent  Tor,  to  return  from  France  with  ipeed. 
For  'till  I  fee  them  heie,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  ec'ips'd. 

Clar.  It  fliall  be  done,  my  fovereign,  v-'ith  all  fpeed, 
K.  Henry.   My  lord  of  Somerfet,  what  yoith  is  that. 
Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  lo  tender  care  ? 

Som.  My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earl  of  Richmond. 
K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  England's  hope  :  if  fecret 
powers  {^Lays  his  hand  on  his  head, 

Suggeft  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  blifs. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majefty. 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  cro  vn. 
His  hand  to  wield  a  fcepter,  and  himlelf 
Likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords  i  for  this  is  he 
Mull  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me^. 
Enter   a  Poji. 
War.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 
Pofi.   That  Ednvard  is  efcaped  from  your  brother. 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  fmce,  to  Burgundy. 

War.   Unfavory  news  ;  but  how  made  he  efcape  ? 
Tofi.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  Duke  of  Glo'jlery 
And  the  Lord  Hafiings,  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufh  on  the  forefi-fide. 
And  from  the  bilhop's  huntfnien  refcu'd  him: 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercife. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  my  Sov'reign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  fore  that  may  betide.  \Exeunt: 

Manent  Somerfet,   Richmond,  and  Oxford. 
^om.   My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  ^^w^r^/'s: 
For,  doubtlefs,  Biirgundy  will  yield  him  help. 
And  we  (hall  have  more  wars  before't  be  long. 
As  Henry\  late  prefaging  prophefy 
Did  giad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmmd; 
So  doth  my  heart  mif-give  me,  in  thefe  conflicts 
What  may  bcfal  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 

Therefore, 
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Therefore,  Lord  Oxford^  to  prevent  the  worft, 
Forthv/ith  we'll  fend  hirn  hence  to  Britany^ 
'Till  ftorms  be  pall  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  Ed-jmrd  re-poffef-^  the  crown, 
'Tis  like,  that  Richmond  x/iux  the  relt  ihall  down. 

Som.    It  fhall  be  fo  ;  he  Ih  11  to  Britany. 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Changes  to  York. 

Enter  King  Fdv/ard,  Glouceftcr,  Haftings,  and  foldiers* 

K.  £</w.  "VT  O  W,  brother    Richard,  HaJiin^s,  and 

IN  the  reft. 

Yet  thus  far  fo  tune  maketh  us  amends  j 
An6.  fa)s,  that  once  more  1  iliall  entercliange 
My  wained  ftate  for  Henry  %  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  feas. 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy. 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arrived 
From  Ra'venfpurg,  before  the  gates  of  Tork, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom? 

Glo.  The  gates  made  fail!  brother,  I  like  not  this. 
For  many  men,  that  ftumble  at  the  threihold. 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Ed-u,\  TuOi !  man,  aboadmcnts  muil  not  now  af- 
fright us : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in. 
For  hither  v  ill  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Haji,  My  Liege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  fummon 
them. 

Enter,  on  the  Wails,  the  mayor  of  York  and  his  brethren. 

Mayor.  My  Lords,   we  were  fore-warned   of  your 
coming. 
And  fhut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  ourfelves ; 
For  now  we  o\\e  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

K.  Ed^.  But,  raafter  Mayor,  \{  Henry  be  your  King, 
Yet  Ed^vard,  at  the  Icaft,  is  Duke  of  7'ork. 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 

K.  Ed'w, 
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K.  Eiiav.  Why,    and  I  challenge   nothing  bat   my 
Dukedom; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

G/o.   But  when  the  fox  has  once  got  in  his  nofe. 
He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow.  \_Aftde. 

Hajl,  Why,  mafter  Mayor,  why  Ib.nd  you  in  a  doubt? 
-Open  the  gates,  we  are  King  Henry  s  friends. 

Mayor.  Ay,  fay  yoa  fo  ?  the  gates  (hall  then  be  open'd. 

\^He  defcendu 

Gio.  A  wife  ftout  captain,  and  perfuaded  foon ! 

Hafi.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were 
well. 
So  'twere  not  long  of  him;  but  being  enter' d, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  fhall  foon  perfuade 
-Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor,  and  t'wo  Aldermen. 

K.  Ediu.  So,  maftcr  Mayor ;  tiiefe  gates  muft  not  b€ 
fhut 
But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  cf  war. 
What,  fearnot,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys; 

\l^akes  his  keys. 
For  Ednx'ardwill  defend  the  town  and  thee. 
And  all  thofe  friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March.     Enter  Montgomery',  if-'ith  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

GIo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  Jchn  Mo7itgomery, 
Our  trufly  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceiv'd. 

K.  Ed-M.  Welcome,  Sir  'John  \  but  why  come  you  in 

arms  ? 
Mont.  To  help  King  Ed--vard\n  his  time  of  ilorm. 
As  every  loyal  fubjecl  ougiit  to  do. 

K.  Ediv.  Thanks,   good    Montgoinry:  but  we  now 
forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown,  and  only  claim 
Our  Dukedom,  'till  God  pleai'e  to  fend  the  reil. 

Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  1  will  htnce  again ; 
I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 
Drummer,  llrike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

\T^he  Drum  begins  a  March* 
K.  Ed-^ 
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K.  ^^ct'.  Nay,  ftay,  Sir  yo<^«,  a  while;  and  we'll 
debate, 
By  what  fa^e  means  the  crown  may  be  recoverM. 

Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?  in  few  words. 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourfelt  our  King, 
ril  leave  you  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Why  (liaJl  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title? 

CIo-  Why,   brother,    wherefore  fland  you  on  nice 

points  ? 
K.  Edto.  When  we  grow  ftrongcr,  then  we'll  make 
our  claim  : 
_*Till  then,  'tis  wifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

Haji.  Away  with  fcrupulous  wit,  now  arms  muft  rule. 
Glo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  foonclt  unto  crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand  ;     ^ 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Edn.u.  Then  be  it,  as  you  will ;  for  'tis  my  right  3 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  diadem. 

Mojit.  Ay,  now  my  Sov'reign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf : 
And  now  will  I  be  Ednfjard's  champion. 

HaJi.  Sound  trumpet,   Ednvard  Ihall    be    here  prD- 
claim'd  : 
Come,  fellow'foldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

{Flourijh. 
Sold.   Edward  the  fcurth  hy  the  grace  of  God,  King  of 
England  and  France,  und  Lord  o/"  Ireland,  i^c. 

Mont.  And  vvhofoe'er  gain-fays  King  Edivard's  right. 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fingle  fight. 

[^Jhrov.s  doivn  his  Gauntlet, 
jill    Long  live  Ed-ivard  the  fourth  ! 
K.  Edr.*:.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery ;  and  thanks  to 
all. 
If  fortune  ferv-e  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindnefs. 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  Tori  : 
And  when  the  morning  fun  fhall  raife  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon. 
We'll  forward  towards  War^vick,  and  his  m  tes ; 
For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  foldier. 
Ah,  froward  Clarence,  evil  it  befeems  thee 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forfake  thy  brother ! 

Yet 


iT/?;^  Henry  VI.  i(5p 

Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warivick. 

Come  on,  brave  foldiers,  doubt  not  of  the  day: 

And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.   [Exeunt. 

SCENE    JX. 
Changes  again  to  London, 

Enter   King  Henry,  Warwick,  Montague,   Clarence, 
Oxford  a-ftd  Somerfet. 

^ar.'yrX  THAT  counfel,  Lords  ?  ^^u'^r^^from  Belgia, 
y^     With  hally  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  the  narrow  feas  j 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again, 

Clar.  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out. 
Which,  being  fuffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

JFar.  In  War^voidfoire  I  have  true-hearted  friends. 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war, 
Thofe  v;ili  I  mufter  up ;  and  thou,  fon  Clarence, 
•Shalt  ftir,  in  Sufolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leicefterjlnre,  lha!t  find 
Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear,  what  thou  command'!!:. 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  v/ell  belov'd. 
In  Oxfordjhire  ^:Al  mufter  up  thy  friends. 
My  Sov'reign,  v.  ith  the  loving  citizens, 
(Like  to  his  Ifl^ndgirt  withth'  ocean. 
Or  modeft  Dian  circled  with  her  nymphs,) 
Shall  reft  in  London,  'till  we  come  to  him  ; 
Fair  Lords,  take  leave,  and  ftand  not  to  reply. 
Farewcl,  my  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  HeSlor,  and  my  Troy^  true 
hope. 

Clar.  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  highnefs'  hand. 

K.  Henry.  Well-minded  Clarence^  be  thou  fortunate ! 

Mont.  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  ta'^e  my  leave. 

Oxf  And  thus  I  leal  my  tr.iin,  and  bid  adieu. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 

Vol.  V.  I  And 
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And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel. 

War.  Farewel,  fweet  Lords;  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

K.  "Henry.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufm  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  Lordihip  ? 
Methinks,  the  pow'r,  that  Ed^^ardXxdXzi  in  fieW, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.  Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,  ^  my  deed  hath  got  m« 
fame: 

*  I  have  not  ftopt  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 
'  Nor  pofted  off  their  fuits  with  flow  delays ; 

*  My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds,' 
My  mildneis  hath  allay'd  their  fwelling  griefs. 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  tears. 

I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth, 
Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  fubfidies. 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 
Then  why  fliould  they  love  Ed^jjardmox^  than  me? 
No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challenge  grace  : 
And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  iamb. 
The  lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

\Shout  'Within.     A  Lancailer  !  a  Lancafter ! 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  fnouts  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  his  Soldiers. 
K.  Ednv.  Seize  on  the  fliarae-fac'd  Henry,  bear  him 
hence. 

And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England. 
You  are  the  fount,  that  make  fmall  brooks  to  flow ; 
Nov/  flops  thy  fpring,  my  fea  ftiall  fuck  them  dry. 
And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tcvcer,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

[Ex.  nvith  King  Henry. 
And,  Lords,  to  Coventry  bend  we  our  courfe. 
Where  peremptory  IVarivick  now  remains. 
The  fun  fliines  hot ;  and  if  wc  ufe  delay, 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay. 

.6  My  MEED  hath  got  mt  fme :    Meed  Hcnifie;  r«v.'ar(l, 

Wc  Oiould  read  try  dee.t,  i.e.  my  mannen,  conduct  in  theadrai- 

Gh. 
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''Gio.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join  \ 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares : 
Brave  warriors^  march  amain  iow^xdsCo'ventry.  [^Exeunt, 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Before  the  To^vjft  0/ Coventry. 

tnter  Warwick,  tie  Mayor  of  Coventry,  tnvb  Mefengers 
and  others^    upon  the  lAjalls. 

f^^^.-C'T  THERE  is  the  Poft,  that  came  from  va- 

\^        liant  Oxford? 
How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  fellow  ? 

1  Mef.  'By  this  at  Dunfmore,  marching  hither-wari. 
War.  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague  ? 

Where  is  the  Poft,  that  came  from  Montague? 

2  Mef  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puiffant  troop. 

Enter  Somervile. 

War.  Say,  Somervile,  what  fays  my  loving  fon  ? 
And  by  thy  guefs  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somerv.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces. 
And  do  expecl  him  here  feme  two  hoars  hence. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand^  I  hear  his  drum. 

Somerv.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord:  here  Southam  lyes : 
The  drum, your  Honour  hears,  marcheth  from  U'ar-v.  ick. . 

War.  Who    fhould  that   be?    belike,  unlook'd-for 
friends. 

Somer'v.  They  are  at  hand,  and  youlhall  quickly  know. 

March.     Fkurijh.     Enter    King   Edward,   Gloucefter, 
and  Soldiers. 

K.  Ednjo.  Go,trampet,  to  the  walls,  and  found  aparlc. 

Glo.  See,  kow  the  furly  War^jolck  mans  the  wall. 

War.  Oh,  unbidfpight!  is  fportful  Edzvardcomt? 
Where  flepr  our  fcoats,  or  ho'.v  are  they  feduc'd. 
That  we  could  kear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 

K.  Ed-jj.  ?Tow,  War^vick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city-gates. 
Speak  gentle  worcU,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee, 
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Call  Ednvard  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy? 
And  he  fhall  pardon  thes  thefe  outrages. 

War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down. 
Call  War^Hck  patron,  and  be  penitent  ? 
And  thou  fhalt  ftill  remain  the  Duke  of  Tork. 

Glo.  I  thought,  at  leaft,  he  would  have  faid  the  King ; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againft  his  will  ? 

War.  Is  not  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give  : 
I'll  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  Kingdom  to  thy  brother. 

K.  Ednv.  Why,  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  War-ivicJc's 
gift. 

War.  Thou  art  no  Jf/as  for  fo  great  a  weight : 
And,  Weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warivick  his  fubject. 

K.  Ed^jo.  But  Warnjoick\  King  is  Edward's  prifoner: 
And,  gallant  War^vick,  do  but  anfwer  this. 
What  is  the  body  when  the  head  is  off? 

G/o.  Alas !  that  Warnvick  had  no  more  fore-caft. 
But  while  he  thought  to  fleal  the  fmgle  ten. 
The  King  was  flily  finger'd  from  the  Deck  : 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Biihop's  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tonver. 

K.  Ednv.  'Tis  even  fo ;  yet  you  are  Warivnk  ftill. 

Glo.  Come,  Warivici,  take  the  time,  kneel  down, 
kneel  down : 
"Nay,  when  ?  ftrike  now,  or  elfe  the  iron  cools. 

War.  I'd  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow. 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face. 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  fail,  to  ftrike  to  thee. 

K.  Edav.  Sail,  how  thou  canft;  have  wind  and  tide 
thy  friend; 
This  hand,  faft  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair. 
Shall ,  while  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  off. 
Write  in  the  duft  this  fentence  with  thy  blood  ; 
Wind-changing  Warwick  «ew  can  change  no  more. 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  Oxford,  nvith  drum  and  colours. 

War.  O  chearful colours  !  fee,  where  Oxford COmQii 

Oxf   Oxford}    Oxford !   (r>r  Lancapr  ! 

Glo.  The  gates  are  op  :n,  let  as  enter  too. 

K,  Ed-w.  So  other  foes  may  fet  upon  our  backs. 
Stand  ^ve  in  good  array?  for  they,  no  doubt. 
Will  ili'ae  out  again  and  bid  usbatt'e  : 
If  not,  the  city  being  of  fmail  defence. 
We'll  quickly  rouze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

Wa^.  O,  welcome,  Oxford!  for  we  want  thy  help:- 

Enter  Montague,  njoith  drum  and  colours. 

Mont.  Montague !  Montague!  for  Lancajier. 

Glo.  Thou,  and  thy  brother  both,  ihall  buy  this  treafon' 
Ev'n  with  the  deareft  blood  your  bodies  bear, 

K.  Ed'xv,  The  harder  matchM,  the  greater  vidory;. 
My  mind  prefageth  happy  gain  and  conqueft. 

Enter  Somerfet,  n)jith  drum  and  colours, 
*     Som.  Somerfet !  So?nerfet !  for  Lancajier. 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet ^ 
Have  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
And  thou  Ihalt  be  the  third,  if  this  fword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  <vjith  drum  and  colours. 
War.  And  lo !    where  George   of  Clarence  fweeps 
along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle  : 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails ' 
More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love. 
Come,  Clarence f  come  ;  thou  wilt,  if  WarnMickczW. — 
\^A  Parley  is  founded),  Richard  and  Clarence  njohifper 
together ;  and  then  Clarence  takes  his  red  rofe  out 
of  his  haty  and  thro-ivs  it  at  Warwick.] 
Clar.  Father  of  Warnvick,  know  you  what  this  means  ? 
Look,  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  houfe. 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  ftones  together, 
And  fet  ip  Lancajier,     Why,  trowlt  thou,   Warncicky 
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That  Clarence  is  fo  harfh,  fo  blunt,  unnatural;^ 

To  bend  the  fatal  inftruments  of  war 

Againfl  his  brother  and  his  lawful  King  ? 

Perhaps,  thou  wilt  objed  my  holy  oath  ; 

To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety, 

Than  Jepthah'^,  when  he  faerif.c'd  his  daughter. 

I  am  fo  forry  for  my  trefpafs  made. 

That,  to  deferve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 

I  here  proclaim  myfelf  thy  mortal  foe  : 

With  refolution,  whereioe'er  I  meet  thee, 

(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  ftir  abroad,) 

To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mif-leading  me. 

And  fo,  proud-hearted  IVarnvicky  I  defie  thee. 

And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blulhing  cheeks.      .   • 

Pardon  me,  Edivard,  I  will  make  amends  : 

And,  Richardy  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults ;  J 

For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconltant. 

K.  Ed'-w.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more 
belovM, 
Than  if  thou  never  hadil  deferv'd  our  hate. 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence,  this  is  brother-like. 

War.  O  pafring  traitor,  perjur'd  and  unjuft  ! 

K.  Ed-M.  What,  JVarnJoick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town 
and  fight  ? 
Or  fhail  we  beat  the  ftones  about  thine  ears  ? 

tVar.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence : 
I  wl;l  away  towards  Bamet  prefently. 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Ednvard,  if  thou  dar*ft. 

K.  Ed^jj.  Yes,   JVarn,vick,   Edivard  dares,  and  leads, 
the  way  : 
Lords,  to  the  field  ;  St.  George  and  vidory  !     [Exeunt. 

March.  WsLVV^iok  and  his  Company  follo^^v. 

SCENE    III. 
A  Field  of  Battle  near  Barnefc. 

Alarum  and  Excurfions.     Enter  Edward,  bringing  fourth 

Warwick  nvounded. 
K.  Edvj.Q^O,  lye  thou  there  :  die  thou,  and  die  our 

O  Fear; 

For  Warivick  was  a  bug,  tliat  fcar'd  us  alii 

Now„. 
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Now,  Montague,  fil  fall,  I  feek  for  thee ; 
That  War^vick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company.  [^Exif, 
War.   Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend,  or  foe. 
And  tell  me,  who  is  viftor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  alk  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  fliews. 
My  blood,  my  want  of  ftrength,  my  fick  heart  fhews. 
That  I  mull  yield  my  body  to  the  earth. 
And,  by  my  Fall,  the  Conquell  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  ax's  edge, 
Whofe  arms  gave  Ihelter  to  the  princely  eagle ; 
Under  whofe  Ihade  the  ramping  lion  llept, 
Whofe  top  branch  over-^peerM  Jovis  fpreading  tree. 
And  kept  low  Ihrubs  from  winter*s  pow'rful  wind.    . 
Thefe  eyes,  that  now  are  dim-d  with  death's  black  veil» 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  Sun, 
To  fearch  the  fecret  treafons  of  the  world. 
The  wrinkles  in  jny  brow,  now  fill'd  with  blood, 
Were  lik'ned  oft  to  kingly  fepulchres  : 
For  who  liv'd  King,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 
And  who  durll  fmile,  when  Wartmck  bent  his  brow  ? 
Lo !  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  dull  and  blood. 
My  parks,  my  v/alks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 
Ev'n  now  forfake  me;  and  of  all  my  lands 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length. 
Whv,   what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dull  ? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  mull. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerfet. 

^otn.  Ah,  Warnvicky  Warnxnck,  wert  thou  as  we  are. 
We  might  recover  all  our  lofs  again  : 
The  Queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puilTant  Pow'r : 
Ev'n  now  we  heard  the  news :  ah,  could'lt  thoully  ! 

War.  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly. — Ah,  Montague, 
If  thou  be  there,  fwcet  brother,  take  my  hand. 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  foul  a  while. 
Thou  lov'll  me  not ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didH, 
Thy  tears  would  walh  this  cold  congealed  blood, 
That  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah,  War^jjick^  Montague  hath  breath'd  his  kit,  - 
And  to  th«  latell  gafp  cry'dout  for  Warivkk.' 

1-4;  And' 
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And  faid,  Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  iiiid,  and  more  he  fpokc, 
'   Which  founded  like  a  clamour  in  a  vault. 
That  m^ght  not  be  diftingjifh^d  i  bat  at  laft 
I  well  might  hear  deliverM  with  a  groan, 
O,  frrewel,  Warivick  \ 

JVar.  Sweetly  reft  his  foul ! 
Fly,  lords,  and  fave  yourfclves ;  for  Warijuick  bids 
You  all  farewcl,  to  meet  again  in  heaven.  \_Dies, 

Oxf,  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queen's  great  power. 
\^They  bear  aivay  his  Body,  and  Exeunt. 

SCENE   rv. 

Changes  to  another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Flourijh.     Enter   King  Edward  in  triumph ;  ijuith 
Gloucefter,  Clarence,  and  the  reji. 

K.  jE'^w.nr^HUS  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 

I  courfe, 

And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  viftory. 
But,  in  the  midil:  of  this  bright-fhining  day, 
I  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threatening  cloud. 
That  will  encounter  with  our  gracious  Sun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  eafeful  weftern  bed  : 
.1  mean,  my  lords,  thofe  Powers,  that  the  Queea 
Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  v/e  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Clar.  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloud,  . 
And  blow  it  to  tlie  fource  from  whence  it  came. 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapours  up  ; 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  ftorm. 

Glo,  The  Queen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong,. 
And  Someyfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her. 
If  fhe  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  affur'd. 
Her  fadion  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

JC.   Ed^.  We  are  advertised  by  our  lovingfriends, 

1  Which  feunded  like  ^  cannon  ;«  a  vault,']  The  old  quarto 
reads  clamour,  which  is  undoubtedly  right,  /".  e.  a  clamour 
of  tongues,  which,  as  he  fr.ys,  could  rot  be  diflinguijhed.  This  was 
a. pertinent  fimilitude:  The  other  abfurd,  and  neither  agrees  with 
■what  i?  predicated  of  it,  aor  with  what  it  is  intended  to  illuftrate. 

That 
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That  they  do  hold  their  courfc  tow'rd  fi^kshury. 

We  having  now  the  bell  at  Barnet  field. 

Will  thither  flraight ;  for  willingnefs  rids  way : 

And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented 

In  every  county  as  we  go  along  : 

Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry,  courage !  and  away.  \ExeunU 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 
Changes  to  Tewksbury. 

March,     Enter  the  ^leen.  Prince  of  Wales,  Somerfet, 
Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

^een.f^'^R'E  A  T  lords, . wife^  men  ne'er  fit  and  wai^ 
\J.  their  lofs. 

But  chearly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  harms. 

What  though  the  maft  be  now  blown  over-board. 

The  cable  broke,  the  holding-anchor  loft, 

And  half  oar  failors  fwallow'd  in  the  flood  ? 

Yet  lives  our  Pilot  Hill.     Is't  meet,  that  he 

Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad. 

With  tear-ful  eyes  add  water  to  the  fca ; 

And  give  more  ftrength  to  That  which  hath  too  much  ? 

While  in  liis  moan  the  fliip  fplits  on  the  rock. 

Which  induftry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd?^ 

Ah,  what  aihame!  ah,   what  a  fault  were  this! 

Say,  ^r^rcuzc/^  was  our  Anchor  ;  what  of  that? 

And  Mo  fit  ague  our  top -maft;  what  of  him  ? 

Our  flaughter'd  friends,  the  tackle  ;  what  of  thefe  ? 

Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 

And  Somerfet  another  goodly  maft? 

The  friends  of  France  our  ftirouds  and  tacklings  ftill  ? 

And  though  unflcilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 

For  once  allow'd  the  Ikilful  pilot's  charge  ? 

We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  fit  and  weep. 

But  keep  our  courfc  (though  the  rough  wind  fay,  no,) 

From  flielves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck  : 

As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fpeak   them  fair. 

And  what  is    Ed^jjard,  but  a  ruthlefs  fea  ?^ 

What  Clarence,  but  a  quick-fand  of  deceit  ? 

And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 

I  5  -All 
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PiW  thefe,  the  enemies  to  our  poor  Bark. 

Say,  you  can  fwim  ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while  ; 

Tread  on  the-fand;  why,  there  you  quickly  fink  : 

Bellride  the  rock  ;  the  tide  will  waih  you  off. 

Or  clle  you  familh,  that's  a  three-fold  death. 

This  fpeak  J,  lords,  to  let  you  underftand. 

In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us. 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  brothers. 

More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,  with  fands,  and  rocks 

Why,  courage,  then  !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

'Twere  childifti  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  fpirit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  breaft  with  magnanimity. 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For  did  I  but  fufped  a  fearful  man. 
He  ftiould  have  leave  ^o  go  away  betimes ; 
Left,  in  our  Need,  he  might  infeft  another. 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  (as,  God  forbid  !) 
Let  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage  \. 
And  warriors  faint !  why,  t'were  perpetual  Ihame. 
Oh,  brave  young  Prince  I  thy  famous  Grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee  j  long  may'ft  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories ! 

Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hopCj , 
Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day. 
If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at, 

^een.  Thanks,    gentle   Somerfeti    fweet    Oxford, 
thanks. 

Prince.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing 
eifc. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

MeJjT.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand. 
Ready  to  fight;  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf.  I  thought  no  lefs ;  it  is  his  policy, 
To  hafte  thus  faft  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  Bat  he*s  deceiv'd  ;  we  are  in  readinefs. 
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^een.  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  fee  your  forward- 

nefs. 
Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

SCENE     VL 

March.     Enter  King  Edward,  Glouceiler,  Clarence, 
and  Soldiers. 

K.  Ed-w.  Brave  followers,  yonder  fiands  the  thorny, 
wood. 
Which,  by  the  heavens'  aMance  and  your  ftrength, 
Muft  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 
I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 
(For,  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze,)  to  burn  them  out: 
Give  fignal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

^een.  Lords,    Knights,   and   Gentlemen,    what   I 
fhould  fay. 
My  tears  gain-fay  ;  for  every  word  I  fpeak. 
Ye  fee,  I  drink  the  water  of  my  eye  : 
Therefore  no  more  but  this ;  Henry,  your  Sov'teign^ 
Is  prifoner  to  the  foe,  his  State  ufurpM, 
His  Realm  a  flaughter-houfe,  his  fubjeds  flain. 
His  Statutes  cancellM,    and  his  Treafure  fpent : 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  fpoil. 
You  fight  in  juftice:  then,  in  God's  name,  lord?. 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  battle. 

Alarm.     Retreat.  Exctirfions.     *Both  Parties  go  oil*': 

Re-Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefler,  Clarence,  ^c. 
The  ^eeny  Oxford,  and  Somerfet,  Frifoners. 
'     K.  Ed^v.   Now  here's  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes-z?i^\Q  ftraight : 
For  Somerfet,  oft  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence  ;  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 
Oxf.  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  words'. 
Som.  Nor  I,  but  floop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

{ExeuKi-. 
^een.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  fweet^f/'^/^/f-^- 

Jv.  .£>^-. 
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K.   Edw.  Is  Proclamation   made,    that  who  fiads 

Sliall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

GIo.  It  is,  and,  lo  !  where  youthful  Ed'-ivard  comes. 
Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

K.  Ed-jj.  Bring   forth  the  Gallant,  let  us  hear  him 
fpeak. 
What  ?  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edn.vard,  what  fatisfaftion  canft  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  fiirring  up  my  Subjeds, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  ta? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  Subjed,  proud  ambitious  TorL 
Suppofe,  that  1  am  now  my  father's  mouth  ; 
Reiignthy  Chair;  and,  wherelftand,  kneel  thou, 
Whilft  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee. 
Which,  Traitor,  thou  wouldft  hare  me  anfwer  to. 

^^een.  A\i\  that  thy  father  had  been  fo  refoIvM! 

Glo.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  petticoat. 
And  ne'er  hsve  ftol'n  the  breech  from  Lancajier. 

Prince.   Let  jEfop  fable  in  a  winter's  night. 
His  currifh  riddles  fort  not  v/i^h  this  place. 

GIo,  By  heaven.  Brat,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 

^een.  Ay,  thou  wall  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 

GIo.   For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 

Prince.  Nay,   take   away   this 'fcolding  crook-bacb 
rather. 

K,  Ed<iv.  Peace,   wilful  boy,    or  I  will  charm  your 
tongue. 

Cla.  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

PriJice.  I  know  my  duty,  you're  undutiful : 
Lafcivious  Edzvard,  and  thou  perjur'd  George^ 
>.nd  thou  mif-fhapen  Dick,  I  telf  ye  all, 
J  am  your  Better,  Traitors  as   ye  are : 
And  thou  ufurp^ft  my  Father's  Right   and  mine. 

GIo.  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  railer  here. 

[Stabs  him. 

K.   Edxv.  And  take  thou  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

^  ^  [Edwardy?^^^  >??//». 

Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  v/ith  perjury. 

[Clarence  Jiabs  him. 


^/>^ Henry  VI.  i8t 

^uien.  Oh,  kill  me  too ! 

Glo.  Marry,  and  fhall. {Offers  to  kill  hen 

K.  Ed'-vo.  Hold,  Richard,  hold;  for  we  have  don^ 

too  much. 
Glo.  Why  fhould  fhe  live,   to  fill  the  world  with- 

words? 
K.  Edro:.  What?  doth  fhe  fwoon  ?  ufe  means  for  her 

recovery. 
Glo.  Clarence  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  brother : 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter. 
Ere  ye  com.e  there,  be  fure  to  hear  fome  news. 
Clar.  What  ?  what  ? 

Glo.  The   Torj:er,  man,    the  To'vjer  I I'll  root 

'em  out.  [Exit, 

^een.  Oh  i\W,  fweet  l^edl  fpeak  to   thy  mother^. 
"^     Boy. 
Canll  thou  not  fpeak?  O  traitors,  murderers ! 
They,  that  ftabb'*d  C^far,  fhed  no  blood  at  all ; 
Did  not  oiFend,  and  were  net  worthy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man;  this  (in  refpedl]  a  child  ; 
And  men  ne'«r  fpend  their  fary  on  a  child. 
What's  worfe  than  murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 

No,  no,  m.y  heart  will  burft,  and  if  I  fpeak 

And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  canibals. 
How  fweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropt ! 
You  have  no  children.     Butchers  ;  if  you  had. 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  remorfe  ; 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off;. 
As,  Deathfmen!  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 
K.  Ed^jj.  Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  by  force. 
^een.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here  : 
Here  Iheath  thy  fword.  Til  pardon  thee  my  death  : 
What?  wilt  thou  not?  then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 
Clar.  By  heav'n,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe. 
S^uem.  Good  Clarence,  do;  fweet  Clarence,  do  thou 

do  it. 
Clar.  Didft  thou  not  hear  me  Avear,  I  would  not 
do  it  ? 


rSz  the  Third  Part  of 

^een.   Ay,  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfvvear  thyfelf : 
'Twas  fin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What,  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  Devirs  butcher, 
Richard  ?  hard-favourM  Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thni  art  not  here:  Murther  is  thy  Alms-deed. 
Petitioner  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'ft  back. 

K.  Ed<^t}.  Away,  I  fay  ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 

^een.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince  \ 

[^Exit  ^een, 

K.  Edn.v.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 

Clar.  To  London  all  in  poll ;  and,  as  I  guefs. 
To  make  a  bloody  fupper  in  the  To-iver. 

K.Ed-iV.   ile'siadden,   if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 
With  pay  and  thank?,  and  let's  away  to  London  j 
And  fee  our  gentle  Queen,  how  well  fhe  fares  ; 
By  this,  I  hope,  fhe  hath  a  fon  for  me.  \JExeunt^ 

SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  the  Tovjer  of  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Glouceiler,  n.vith  the  Lieutenani 

on  the  Tcwer   Walls. 
Glo.f^OOD  day,  my  lord;  what!  at  yoirrbook  fo 
\3         hard  ? 
K.  Henry.  Ay,  my   good   lord;  my  lord,  I  ftiould 
fay  rather ; 
'Tis  fin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better ; 
Good  Glo'Jfer,  and  good  devil,  were  alike. 
And  both  prepofl'rous  ;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 
Glo,  Sir,  leave  us  to  our  felves,  we  mull  confer. 

{^Exit  Lieutefianf. 
K.   Henry.  So   flies    the   wreaklefs    ihepherd   from 
the  wolf. 
So  furft  the  harmlefs  flock  doth  yield  his  fleece, 
And  next  his  throat,  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 
*  What  fcene  of  death  hath  Richard  now  to  ad  ? 

Gh, 

Z7  What  Jceve  ofdtatb  bath  Rose  i v s  ncxo  to  aEi  f\    Refdus  -A-as 

csrtair.iy 


JT/V;^  Henry  VI.  lEy 

Gla.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind  j 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bulh  an  officer. 

K.  Henry.  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bufli. 
With  trembling  wings  mif-doubteth  ev'ry  bufh  : 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fwect  bird. 
Have  now  the  fatal  objed  in  my  eye. 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  and  - 
kiird. 
GIo.  Why,  what  a  peevrfh  fool  was  that  of  Crete ^ 
That  taught  his  fon  the  office  of  a  fowl  ? 
And  yet,   for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 
K.  Henry.  I,  Dedalus  ;  my  poor  boy,   Icarus  ; 
Thy  father,  Minos,  that  dcny'd  our  courfe ; 
The  Sun,  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  boy,  > 
Thy  brother  Ed<-jjardi  and  thyfelf,  the  fea, 
Whofe  envious  gulph  did  fv/allow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  v/ith  words ; 
My  breaft  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point. 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragick  hiltory. 
Eut  wherefore  doll  thou  com.e  ?  Is't  for  my  life  f  '■ 
GIo.  Think' it  thou,  I  am  an  executioner  ? 
K,  Henry.  A  perfecutor,  I  am  fure,  thou  art ; 
If  murthVing  innocents  be  executing, . 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

GIo.  Thy  fon  I  kill'd  for  his  prefumption. 
K.  Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kiU'd,  when  iirll  thos- 
didft  prefume. 
Thou  had'ft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  fon  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophefie,  that  many  a  thoufand. 
Which  nov/  miHruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear. 
And  many  an  old^man's  figh,  and  many  a  widow's^ 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-ftanding  eye, 
(Men  for  their  fons,  wives  for  their  hufbands'  fate. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timelefs  death,) 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  bom. 
The  ov.'l  fhriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign,- 
The  nightK:row  cry'd,  a  boding  lucklefs  Tune  ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempeft  fhook  down  trees ; 

i  The 

certainly  put  for  Richard  byfome  fimple  concsitcJ  player.  wh»  haxi 
keard  of  Rofcius  and  of  Rome -,  buc  did  not  kxiovv  that  he  v/asafi 
After  in  Comedy,  uct  in  Tragedy. 


3  The  raven  croak'd  hoarfe  on  the  chimney's  top, . 

And  chattering  pyes  in  difmal  difcords  fuiig  : 

Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain. 

And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  mother's  hope,^ 

To  wit,  an  indigelled  deform'd  lump. 

Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadfl  thou  in  thy  head  when  thou  wall  born. 

To  fignrfy,  thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  world  :  ^ 

And,  if  tlie  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard,  ■ 

Thou  cam'ft  into  the  World  with  thy  Legs  forward. 

CIo.  -  I'll  hear  no  more :  die,  Prophet,  in  thy  fpeech ; 

\_Stabs  him. 
For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  and   for  much  more  flaughter  after  ■ 

this 

G  God  !  forgive  my  fms,  and  pardon  thee.  \_Dies, 

GIo.   What !  will  th'  afpiring  blood  of  Lancajier 
Sink  in  the  ground?  I  thought,  it  would  have  mounted- 
See,  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death  ! 

0,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  always  Ihed, 
Fromthofe  who  wilh  theDownfalof  ourHoufe. 
If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell,  and  fay,  I  fent  thee  thither  : 

\S  tab  shim  again  ^ 

1,  that  have  neicher  pity,  love,  nor  fear 

Indeed,  'ds  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of: 

For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay, 
I  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward. 
Had  I  not  reafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte. 
And  feek  their  ruin  that  ufurp'd  our  right? 
The  midwife  wonder'd,  and  the  women  cry'd, 
O,  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth! 
And  fo  I  was  j  which  plainly  fignify'd 
That  I  Ihould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog : 
Then,  fmce  the  heav'ns  have  ftiap'd  my  body  fo. 
Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind,  to  anfwer  it. 
I  had  no  father,  I  am  like  no  father ; 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother  ', 
And  this  word  Lo^ve^  which  grey-beards  call  divine. 

Be 

3  T^fi-iJv^sEooK'D  heb]  WhatisrcpA'</i&<y/  R«aicROAK'o 

BOARS£« 


^/V?^  Henry  VI.  i8f 

Be  refident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me:  I  am  rnyfelf  alone. 

Clarence,  beware  ;  thou  keep'ft  me  from  the  light ; 

But  I  V.  ill  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophecies, 

That  Ed-Tvard  ihnll  be  fearful  ol"  his  life. 

And  then  to  purge  his  fear.  Til  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry,  and  the  Prince  his  fon,  are  gone  ; 

Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  reft ; 

Counting  ir.yfeif  but  bad,  'till  I  be  bed. 

I'll  throw  thy  Dody  in  another  room  ; 

And  triumph,  Hf/zry  /  in  the  day  of  doom.  [Exit^. 

SCENE    VIII, 
^he  Palace  in  London. 

Enter   King   Edward,    ^een,    Clarence,    Gloucefter, 

Haftings,   Nurfe  and  Attendants, 
K.  I^^y./^NCEmore  we  fit  oxi  England' %  royal 

\J  Throne, 

Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies : 
Whafr  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn*s  corn. 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  top  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerfet,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fon ; 
And  two  Northtmberla^ids  ;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  fpurrM  their  Courfers  at  the  trumpet's  found. 
With  them  the  two  brave  bears,  PFarivick  and  Msn^ 

tague. 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  Lion,. 
And  made  the  foreft  tremble  when  they  roarM. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  Sufpicion  from  our  Seat,. 
And  made  our  footftool  of  Security. 
Come  hither,  Befs,  and  let  me  kifs  my  boy  : 
Yovmg  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  Uncles  and  myfelf 
Have  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter-night ; 
Went  all  a-foot  in  fummer's  fcalding  heat ; 
That  thou  might'ft  repoffefs  the  Crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  oar  labours  thou  Ihalt  reap  the  gain. 


r?<^  The  Third  Part  of 

Glo.  V\\  blafl  his  harveft,  if  your  head  were^X- 
laid,  I 

r^l  ^t  ^  ,T  "°^  ^°°^'^  ^"  ^"  t^^  world. 

This  ^oulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave,  ^Afide, 

And  ^e^ve  u  mall  fome  weight,  or  break  rv^  ^  ^ 

Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  Ihall  execute.         , 

And  V;r.     *  C^r.;;r.and  Glo'fter,  love  mylovely  Queen  ;. 

And  kifs  your  princely  Nephew,  Brothers  both.^ 

^/^r.   The  duty,  that  I  owe  your  Majefty, 
1  leal  upon  t\iQ  lips  of  this  fweet  Babe 

^een.   Thanks,  noble  Clarencei    worthy  brother 

thanks. 
G/(?.  And  tliat  I  love  the  tree,  from  whence  thou 
fprang'Il, 


Witnefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  fruit.- . 

To  fay  t\it  truth,  fo  Judas  kifsM  his  mailer  j     7    , 
And  cryM,  all  hail  \  when  as  he  meant  aU  harm.  \  ^•^*^^' 

K.  Ed^.  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delights, 
Having  my  Country's  Peace  and  Brothers'  Loves' 

Clar.  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Mar- 
garet P 
Reignier,  j^r  father,  to  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawnM  the  Sicils  and  Jerufakmi 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfom. 

K.  EdiK),  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to 
France. 
And  now  what  refts  but  that  we  fpend  tJnp  time 
With  ftately  Triumphs,  mirthful  Comick  Shows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleafur^of  the  Court  ? 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets  -,  farewel,  fow'r  Annoy  ! 
i'orhere,  I  hope,  begins  our  Tafting  Joy. 

[^Exeunt  Qmnc:. 


THE 


THE 


LIFE  and  DEATH 


O   F 


RICHARD    IIL 


Dramatis  Perlonas.. 

KING  Edward  IV. 

Edward  Prince o/'Wales,  afterwards") 

Edward  V.  ^Sons  to  Edward  IV. 

Richard,  Duke  of  York,  ) 

George,  Duke  o/Clarence,  Brother  to  Edward  IV. 
Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucefter,   Brother  to  Edward  IV. 

afterivards  King  Richard  III. 
Cardinal,  Archhijhop  of  York. 
Duke  o/'Buckiughara. 

i)«/f^o/ Norfolk.  . 

EarlofSuTTty, 

Margui/s  of  DoiCety  San  to  ^^/«  Elizabeth. 
Earl  Rivers,  Brother  to  the  ^leen. 
Lord  Gray,   Son  to  ^een  Elizabeth, 
^^r/t?/' Richmond,  aftervjards  King  Henry  VII. 
B{(hop  ofYXy. 
Lord  Hallings. 
Sir  Thomas  Vaughan. 
Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,) 

Lord  Love],  >Friends  to  the  Duke  ^Gloucefter. 

Catefby.  > 

Sir  Jarnes  Tyrrel,  a  Villain. 
Thomas,  Lord  Stanley,  Lord  Sten.vardof  ^/^g' Edward 

IVth's  Houfehold,  afternva-rdj  EarlofD^vhy. 
Earl  of  Oxford,  ^ 

TT^""  jl  V  friends  to  the  Earl  of  Richmond. 

6"/^  William  Brandon.  > 
Brakenbury,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
T'wo  Children  of  the  Duke  o/*Clarence. 
Lord  Mayor. 
Sir  Chrillopher  Urfwick,  a  Brief. 

Elizabeth,  ^.een  of  Edward  IV. 

^een  Margaret,  IVidouj  ofHtnry  VI. 

Anne,  Widoiv  o/' Edward  Prince  0/ Wales,  Son  to  Henry 

VI.  after-wards  married  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
Dutchefs  of  York y  Mother  to  Edward  IV.  Clarence,  and 

Richard  III. 
Sheriff,  Purfuinjanty  Citi%ens,  Ghojis  of  thofe  murder  d  by 

Richard  III.  with  Soldiers,  and  other  Attendant s» 
rbe  SCENE,   in  England. 


1 


The  Life   and  Death  of 

RICHARD    IIL 


ACT     I.      SCENE    I. 

rhe  COURT,  ' 

Enter  Richard  Duke  0/ Glonct^er  folus, 

NOW  is  the  Winter  of  our  Difcontent 
Made  glorious  Summer  by  this  Sun  of  Tork: 
And  all  the  clouds,  that  lowr'd  upon  our  Houfe, 
In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  Ocean  bury'd. 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  viftorious  wreaths. 
Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  monuments; 
Our  ftem  Alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings  ; 
Our  dreadful  Marches  to  delightful  meafures. 
Grim-vifagM  War  hath  fniooth'd  his  wrinkled  front ; 
And  now,  mftead  of  mountmg  barbed  fteeds 
»  To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adverfaries. 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber. 
To  the  lafcivious  pleafmg  of  a  lute. 
But  I,  that  am  not  fhapM  for  fportive  tricks. 
Nor  made  to  court  an  am'rous  looking-glafs,— — 
I,  that  am  ruclcly  flampt,  and  want  love's  majefty. 
To  ftrut  before  a  wanton,  ambling  Nymph ; 
I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 
-  *  Cheated  of  feature  by  diflembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unfinifh'd,  fent  before  my  time 

1  To  fright  the  sovts'J  This  may  be  right.  But  I  rather  think 
Shakefpear-  wrote  the  fovlz,  French,  the  crowd  ur  multitude  run- 
ning away  in  a  rout  or  confufion. 

2  Cheated  of  feature  by  dJA'etribling  nature,]  By  difjcrnblt-a^  is  not 
meant  hypocritical  r.iX.\xxty  that  pretends  one  thing  and  does  another: 
But  nature  thst  puts  together  things  of  a  diiTimilar  kind,  as  u  b-ave 
loul  and  a  deformed  body. 

Into 


1^0  King  Richard  III. 

Into  this  breathing  world,  fcarce  half  made  up  ; 

And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionably. 

That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  : 

Why  I,  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace) 

Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time  j 

Unlefs  to  fpy  my  fkadow  in  the  Sun, 

And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity. 

And  therefore,  fmce  I  cannot  prove  a  lover> 

To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days, 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 

?lot3  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous. 

By  drunken  prophefies,  libels,  and  dreams. 

To  fet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  King 

In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other: 

And,  if  King  '  Ed^jjard  be  as  true  and  juft. 

As  I  am  fubtle,  falfe  and  treacherous. 

This  day  fhould  <llarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up  ', 

About  a  Prcpht fy,  which  fays,  t/iat  G 

OfEdnju^rd'b  Heirs  the  Murtherer  fhall  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  foul !  here  Clarence  comes, 

Enter  Clarence  guarded,  and  Brakenbufy. 
Brother,  good  day ;  what  means  this  armed  Guard, 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace  ? 

Clar.  HisMajefty, 
Tend' ring  my  perfon's  fafety,  hath  appointed 
This  condudt  to  convey  me  to  the  Tanjoer. 

Glo.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Clar,  Becaufe  my  name  is  George. 

Glo.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yoursi 
He  fhould  for  That  commit  your  godfathers. 
Belike,  his  Majefly  hath  fome  intent. 
That  you  Ihould  b^  new  chriftened  in  the  Tonver. 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence,  may  I  know? 

Clar.  Yea,  Richard,,  when  I  know ;  for,  I  protefl. 
As  yet  I  do  not ;  but  as  I  can  learn. 
He  hearkens  after  Prophefies  and  Dreams, 

3  , Edward  be  as  true  ami  ju{^,]  i.e.  as  open-hearted  and 

/ree  from  deceit*^ 

And 
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And  from  the  crofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G  ', 

And  fays,  a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 

His  I  flue  difmherited  fliould  be. 

And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 

It  follows  in  his  thought,  that  1  am  he. 

Thefe,  as  I  learn,  and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe, 

H^e  mov'd  his  Highncfs  to  commit  me  now. 

G/o.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  ruPd  by  womeft, 

^Tis  not  the  King,  that  fends  you  to  the  Tow^r  j 

My  lady  Gray  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  fhe. 

That  tempts  him  to  this  harfh  extremity. 

Was  it  not  ftie,  and  that  good  man  of  worship, 

Anthony  IVood-vilhtr  bro^^er  there. 

That  made  him  fend  lord  Hajiings  to  the  Tonjuerf 

From  whence  this  day  he  is  delivered. 

We  are  not  fafe  ;  Clarence,  we  are  not  fafe. 

Clar.  By  heav'n,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  Queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds, 
That  trudge  between  the  King  and  miilrefs  ^hore. 

Heard  you  not,   what  an  himible  fuppliant 
Lord  Hajiings  was  to  her  for  hi^  delivery  ? 
Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  Deity, 
Got  my  lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 

I'll  tell  you  what; 1  think,  it  is  our  way. 

If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 

To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery  : 

The  jealous  o'envorn  widow,  and  herfelf, 

Since  that  our  Brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen. 

Are  mighty  goflips  in  this  Monarchy. 

Brak.  I  beg  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me  ; 
His  Majefty  has  ftraidy  giv'n  in  charge. 
That  no  man  fhall  have  privace  conference 
Of  what  degree  foever,  with  your  brother. 

Glo,  Ev'n  fo,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip,  Brahenhur^  \ 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay  : 

We  (peak  no  treafon,  man we  fay^the  King 

Is  wife  and  virtuous  :  and  his  noble  Queen 

•  Well  ftrook  in  years ;  fair,  and  not  jealous  -  ^ 

We  fay,  that^^.^r^'s  wife  harh  a  pretty  foi.-, 

A  cherry  lip,  a  paumg  pleafmg  tongue  , 

^l  hat  the  Queea's  kindred  are  made  gcntle-iolk : 

How 
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How  fay  you,  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

BraJi.  With  this,  my  lord,  myfelf  have  nought  to  do. 

G/o .  What,  fellow  ?  nought  to  do  with  miftrefs  S/;ore  ? 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her. 
Excepting  one,  were  befl  to  do  it  fecretly. 

Brak.  What  one,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  Her  hufband,  knave — wouldft  thou  betray  me  ? 

Brak.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me. 
And  to  forbear  your  conf'rence  with  the  Duke. 

Clar.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury.zxidiwS^X  obey. 

Glo.  We  are  the  Queen's  abjeds,  and  mull  obey. 
Brother,  farewel ;  I  will  unto  the  King, 
And  whatfoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, 
(Were  it  to  call  King  Ednxiard^  widow'  fifler) 
I  will  perform  it  to  infranchife  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  of  brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Clar.  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 

G/o.  Well,  your  imprifonment  fhall  not  be  long, 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you: 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Clar.  I  mull  perforce  ;  farewel.        \l.xe.  Brak.  Clar. 

Glo.  Go,  tread  the  path,  that  thou  Ihalt  ne'er  return : 
Simple,  plain  Clarence  I  - —  I  do  love  thee  fo. 
That  I  v/ill  ihortly  fend  thy  foul  to  heav'n. 
If  heav'n  will  take  the  Prefent  at  our  hands. 
But  who  comes  here  t  the  new-deliver'd  Hajiings  ? 

Enter  Lord  Hallings  ? 

Haji.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord. 

Glo.   As  much  unto  my  good  lord  Chamberlain  : 
Well  are  you  welcom.e  to  tTie  open  air. 
How  hath  your  lordfhip  brook'd  imprifonment  ? 

Hajl  ■  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  pris'ners  muft : 
But  I  fhall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks. 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  imprifonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt  j  and  fo  fhall  ClareJice  too ; 
For  they,  that  were  your  enemies,  are  his, 
And  have  prevail'd  as  m.uch  on  him  as  you. 

Hajl.  More  pity,  that  the  Eagle  fhould  be  mew'd. 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Glo, 
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''GIo.  What  news  abroad  ? 

HaJ}.  No  news  fo  bad  abroad,  as  this  at  home : 
The  King  is  fickly,  weak  and  melancholy. 
And  his  Phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now,  by  St.  Pauh  that  news  is  bad,  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  aa  evil  diet  long, 
And  over-much  confum'd  his  royal  perfon  : 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he,  in  his  bed  ? 

Haji.  He  is. 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

\_ExU  Haflings. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope ;  and  muft  not  die, 
'Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poft-horfe  up  to  heav'n. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  moie  to  Clarenccy 
With  Lyes  well  fteel'd  with  weighty  arguments ; 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  iatent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live  : 
Which  done,  God  take  King  Ed.vard  to  his  mercy  ; 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftle  in ! 
For  then,  I'll  marry  WarnjoicW  youngeft  daughter : 
What  though  I  kiliM  her  hufband,  and  her  father  ? 
The  readieft  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  hufband  and  her  father  : 
The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  love. 
As  for  another  fecret  clofe  intent. 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  mall  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  market : 
Clarence  llill  breathes,  Edward  ftill  lives  and  reigns; 
When  they  are  gone,  then  malt  I  count  my  Gains. 

lExit, 

SCENE    II. 
Changes  to  a  Street, 

Bnter  the  Coarfe  of  Henry  the  Sixth,   nxiiih  ^^alberds  to 
guard  ity  Lady  Anae  being  the  mourner. 

Anne.  O  ET  down,  fet  dowai  your  honourc.ble load, 

^  If  honour  may  be  (hrc  jded  in  a  herfe  ; 
Whilft  I  awhile  oofeqaioufly  lament 

Vol.  V.  &  rW 


194  ^''^*^    I^^CHARD    TIL 

Th'  untimely  Fall  of  virtuous  Lancajlcr, 

Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king  ! 

Pale  afhes  of  the  Houfe  o{  Lancajferf 

Thou  bloodlefs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood ! 

Be't  lawful,  that  I  invocate  thy  ghoft. 

To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Jnne, 

Wife  to  thy  Ed^cvani,  to  thy  flaughterM  fon  ; 

Stabb'd  by  the  felf-fame  hand,  that  made  thefe  wounds, 

Lo,  in  thefe  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 

1  pour  thehelplefs  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 

Curs'd  be  the  hand,  that  made  thefe  fatal  holes  f 

Curs'd  be  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it ! 

More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch. 

That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee. 

Than  I  can  wilh  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads, 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives ! 

If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untim.ely  brought  to  light, 

Whofe  ugly  and  unnatural  afpedl 

May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view  : 

And  That  be  heir  to  his  unhappinefs ! 

If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 

More  miCerable  by  the  death  of  him, 

Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord  and  thee  ! 

Come,  now  tow'rds  Chertfey  with  your  holy  load. 

Taken  from  PauPs  to  be  interred  there. 

And  flill,  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 

Kq^X  you,  while  I  lament  King  Henry  z  Coarfe. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  <?/'Gloucefler. 

Clo.  Stay  you,  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fet  it  down. 

Anne.  Whi^t  black  magician  conjures  up  this  fiend. 
To  ilop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 

Glo,  Viiiain&,  fet  down  tlie  Coarfe  j  or,  by  St.  Fault 
V'X  make  a  Coarfe  of  him  that  difcbeys. 

Gen.  My  lord,  fland  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs. 

Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog !  ftand  thou  when  I  command  i 
Advance  thy  halbert  h'gher  than  my  brcaft. 
Or,  by  St.  Paidi  Til  ftrike  rhee  to  my  foot. 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  beggsi ,  for  thy  boMnefs. 

Anni,  Whatj  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  ? 

Ala?, 
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Alas,  I  blame  you  not,  for  you  are  mortal ; 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. 
Avant,  thou  dreadful  minifter  of  hell ! 
Thou  had'ft  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  foul  thou  canft  not  have  j  therefore  be  gone. 

Gh.  Sweet  Saint,  for  charity,  be  not  fo  curft. 

Jnne.  Foul  Dev'l !  for  God's  fake  hence,  trouble  us 
not. 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell : 
Fiird  it  with  curfmg  criet,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds. 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries. 
Oh,  gentlemen,  fee  !  fee,  dead  Henry\  wounds 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths  and  bleed  afrelh. 
Blufh,  blulh,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity ; 
For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  4  where  no  blood  dwells. 
Thy  deeds,  inhuman  and  unnatural. 
Provoke  this  deluge  moft  unnatural. 
O  God  !  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death : 
O  earth !  which  this  blood  drink'ft,  revenge  his  death. 
Or  Heav'n  with  lightning  Urike  the  murth'rer  dead. 
Or  Earth  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  doft  fwallow  up  this  good  King's  blood. 
Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butchered  ! 

Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity. 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  bleffings  for  curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  nor  law  of  God  nor  man ; 
No  beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pity. 

Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beaft.  . 

Jnnc.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth ! 

Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  fo  at  gry: 
Vouchsafe,  divine  perfedion  of  a  woman. 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  crimes,  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumilance,  but  to  acquit  myfelf. 

Anne.  Vouchfafe,  diffus'd  infedion  of  a  man. 
For  thefe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave, 

4   where  «o^/<j5;/dv/ells.]   This  may  te  right.     But  probs- 

h\y  SihaU^fesr  ^rolzy   whlnce    no  blood  fizi.i.i»  i,t.  whence  ao 
Wood  has  its  fpring  or  courfe. 
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By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

Glo.   Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  myfelf. 
Jnne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  thou  canH 
make 
No  excufe  current,  but  to  hang  thy  felf. 

Glo.  By  fuch  defpair  I  fliould  accufe  myrelf. 
y^nne.  And  by  deipairing  ilial.  thou  ftandexcus'd. 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyielf ; 
That  didft  unworthv  (laughter  upon  others. 
Gio.  Say,  that  I  flew  them  not. 
j^nne.  Then  fay,  tliey  were  not  flain  : 
But  dead  they  are  j  and,  devilifh  flave,  by  thee. 
Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  hufb^nd. 
j^nne.  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  flain  by  Ed'ward's  hands.'' 
jime.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly 'ii.      Queen  Marg'ret 
faw 
Thy  murd'rous  faulchion  fmoaking  in  his  blood  : 
The  which  thou  once  didft  bend  againft  her  breall. 
But  that  thy  Brothers  beat  afide  the  point . 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltleis  flioulders. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind. 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries : 
Didft  thou  not  kill  this  King  ? 
Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Jnne.  Doft  grant  me,  hedge-hog  ?  then  God  grant 
me  too. 
Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed ! 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild  and  virtuous.  — 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heav'n,  that  hath 

him. 
J.n}ie.  He  is  in  heav'n,  where  ♦■hou  (halt  never  come. 
Gk.  Let  him  thank  me,  that  helpM  to  fend  him  thi- 
ther; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  thr.t  place  than  earth. 
Anne,  And  thou  unht  for  any  place  but  hell. 
Glo.  Yes,  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  heai  me  name  it. 
Jnne.  Some  dungeon. 
;^   6?(?.  Yoiii  bed-chamber» 

Avife, 
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Anne.  Ill  Reft  betide  the  chamber,  where  thou  lyeft ! 

Glo,  So  will  it,  Madam,  'till  I  lye  with  you. 

Anne,  I  hope  lb. 

Glo.   rknowfo.  -     But,  gentle  lady  ^«^, 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits. 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method  : 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
Gf  thefe  Plant agenets,    Henry ^  and  Edavard, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne.   -  Thou  waft  the  caufe,  and  moft  accurft  efFeift. 

Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  efte(^t. 
Your  beauty,  th:tt  did  haunt  me  in  my  fteep. 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world  ; 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  boforo. 

Jnne.  If  J  th-^ght  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
Thefe  nails  Should  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

Glo.   Thc'^e   eyes  could  not  endure  fweet  beauty's 
wreck. 
You  fh->uid  not  blemiftiit,  if  I  ftood  by; 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  Sun, 
So  I  by  That  j  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Anne.  Black   night  o'er-ihade   thy  day,    and  death 
thy  life! 

€lo    Curfe  not  thyfelf,  fair  creature  :  thou  art  both* 

Amie,  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

Glo.   It  is  a  quarrel  moft  unnatural. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Jnne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  killM  my  hufband. 

Glo^  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  hufljand, 
"Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  hufband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth*. 

Clo.  He  lives,  that  loves  thcc  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.  Name  him. 

5  Ttcu  waft  the  caufe^  and  mcft  accurft  effeB.]  Efea,  for  executi* 
encr.  He  aiks,  was  not  the  caufer  as  ill  as  the  executioner  ?  She  an- 
fwer?,  Tho\i  wail  both.  But,  for  c^JK^er,  ufing  the  word  ^^a/?,  thij 
ifd  her  to  the  word  effeEi,  for  execution,  or  executioner.  But  the 
Oxford  Ediizr  troubling  himfelf  with  nothing  of  this,  will  make  s 
fifie  ©ratorical  period  of  it. 

Tkou  waft  the  (aufc.     jind  meft  accurft  th"  efftel  f 
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Glo.  Flantagenei. 

Anne.  Why,  that  was  he. 

Glo.  The  felf-fame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature, 

Anne.  Where  is  he  ? 

Glo.  Here :  why  deft  thou  fpit  at  me  ? 

\She  /pits  at  him* 

Anne.  Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake  ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poifon  from  fo  fvveeta  place. 

Anne.   Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  fight !  thou  doft  infed  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  eyes  fvvcet  Lady,  have  infefted  mine. 

Anne.  Would  they  were  bafiliiks  to  ftrike  thee  dead  f    -^ 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once  :       I 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  tears* 
ShamM  their  afpeds  with  ftore  of  childilh  drops  : 
'^  Thefe  eyes,  which  never  ihed  remorfeful  tear. 
Not  when  my  father  Tork,  and  Ed^^K-ard  wept. 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made  ; 
When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fhook  his  fword  at  him  :- 
Nor  v/hen  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 
Told  the  fadftory  of  my  father's  death. 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  fob  and  weep, 
That  all    the  ftanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks. 
Like  trees  be-daih'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  time. 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear  : 
And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 
Thy  beauty  hath,  andn-ade  them  blind  with  weeping. 
i  never  fued  to  friend,  nor  enemy  \ 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmoothing  words  \ 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee. 
My  proud  heart  fuef,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak. 
\She  looks  fcornfully  at  him* 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fuch  fcorn,  for  it  was  made 
For  kilTiiig,    iady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  can  not  forgive, 
Lo  !  here  I  lend  theetnis  (harp  pointed  fword. 
Which,  if  thou  pleaie  to  hide  in  this  true  breaft, 

6  lle{i  eyts^   vjhich  .'tvtr   &c.]   Tne  ivelve  f^^llowing  Iwautiful 
lines  added  after  the  firft  gditiens.  Mr.  ?ope. 

And 
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And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 

I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  flroke. 

And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[^He  lays  his  hreajl  opsn,  fbe  offers  at  it  njoith  his  fivord. 
Nay,  do  not  paufe  ;  for  I  did  kili  King  Henry  ; 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  nowdifpatch:  'twas  I  that  ftabb'd  young  ^^/xu^r^; 
But  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  fet  me  en. 

[She  falls  thefwo'ii. 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Jnne    Arile,    diffembler  ;  though  I  wilh  thy  death, 
I  will  ro*    be  thy  executioner. 

Glo.   Then  bid  me  kill  myfelf,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  ?Iready. 

Glo.  That  was  in  thy  rage  : 
Speak  it  again,  and  eve^i  with  thy  Vv'ord, 
This  hand,  v.'hich,  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  love. 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love  ; 
To  both  their  deaths  fhalt  thou  be  accelTary. 

Jnne.  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Glo.   'Tis  figur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falfe. 

Glo.  Then  never  man  v/as  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  f.vord. 

Glo.   Say  then,  my  peace  is  made, 

Anne.  That  fhalt  thou  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  fhall  I  live  in  hope  ? 

Anne.    All  men,  I  hope,  live  {o. 

Glo.  Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  ring. 
laook,  how  my  ring  encompafTeth  thy  finger, 
Ev'n  fo  thy  breaft  incloleth  my  poor  heart : 
Wear  b  oth  of  them,  for  both  of  them  arc  thine. 
And  if  tliy  poor  devoted  fuppliant  may 
But  beg  one'favourat'  thy  gracious  hand. 
Thou  doll  confirm  his  happinefs  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it? 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefc  fad  defigns 
To  him,  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  Mourner  ; 
And  ^.rcfently  repair  to  Cro/^j-place : 
Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertfey  -raonaft'ry  this  noble  King, 
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And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears," 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 
For  divers  unknown  reafons,  I  befeech  you. 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart,  and  much  it  joys  mc  too^ 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 
Trajfel  and  Barkley,  go  a^ong  with  me. 

Glo.  Bid  me  farewel. 

Anne.  *Tis  more  than  you  deferve: 
But  fmce  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you. 
Imagine,  I  have  faid  farewel  already. 

[Exeunt  tiuo  Kfjith  Anne. 

do.  Sirs,  take  up  the  coarfe. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertfey^  noble  Lord  ? 

Glo.  No,  to  White-Fryars,  there  attend  my  coming. 
\_Exeunt  nxith  the  coarfa* 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  wco'd? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won? 

1*11  have  her but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 

What !  I  that  kiird  her  lufband,  and  his  father .' 

To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extrtameil  hate, 

Vv^ith  curfes  in  her  n^outh,  tears  in  her  eyes. 

The  bleeding  wiinels  of  herha.redby: 

With  God,  her  confcience,  and  thefe  bars  againfl:  m% 

And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  fuit  witiial. 

But  the  plain  devil,  and  diiTembling  looks  : 

And  yet  to  win  her AH  the  world  to  nothing] 

Ha! 

Kath  {he  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 

Ed^vard,  her  Lord,  whom  I,  fome  three  months  fmce, 

Stab'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Te^ivkjiury? 

A  f^'eeter  and  a  'ovelier  gentleman,. 

^   Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature. 

Young,  wife,  and  valiant,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royal. 

The  fpacioas  world  cannot  again  afford  :-»—-» 

And  will  Ihe  yet  debafe  her  eyes  on  me. 

That  cropt  the  golden  prime  of  this  fweet  Prince, 

And  made  her  widow  to  a  wofal  bed  ? 

7  Frarna  in  the  prodigality  of  paturCj]  i,  c.  wh^n  nature  wasia 
a  picdigal  or  hviih  mogd, 

On 
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On  me,  that  Bait,  and  am  mis-fhapen  thttsi 

My  Dukedom  ^  to  a  beggarly  Denier, 

rdo  mi^ake  my  peribn  all  this  while : 

Upon  my  life,  fhe  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

Myfelfto  be  a  marv'lous  proper  man. 

I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs. 

And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  tailors. 

To  ftjdy  fafhions  to  adorn  my  body : 

Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  m}'felf, 

I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft. 

Biit  firft  ril  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave,  ' 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 

Shine  out,  fair  fun,  'till  I  have  bougiit  a  glaff,  ^ 

Thar  i  may  fee  my  fhadow  as  I  pals.  \^Exit* 

SCENE    iir. 

Changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  ^ee».  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Gr^y. 
Ki'v.X'  "TAVE  patience,    Madam,  there's  no  doubt, 

JL  X  his  Majefty 

Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  healtlu 

Gray.  In  that  you  brook  i:  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe  j 
Therefore,  for  God's  fake,  entertain  good  comfort. 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  eyes. 

^ueen.  If  he  were  dead  what  would  betide  of  me? 

Gray.  No  other  harm,  but   lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord. 

^een.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harms. 

Gray.  The  heav'ns  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  fon^ 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone. 

^een.  Ah  !  he  is  young,  and  his  minority 
Is  put  into  the  trull  of  Richard  Glo'Jier, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Ri'v.  Is  it  concluded,  he  fhall  be  proteftor  ? 

^een,  9  U  is  determin'd,  not  concluded  yet : 

Bat 

^   toaheggarly'Denitt^l  This  may  be  right  j  but  perhaps 

Shakefpe^r  wrote  Taniere,   French,  a  hut  or  cave. 
9  if  n  derwmin'd,  n-A  concluded  j^f;]  Determin'd  fi3rnlfies  the 
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But  fo  it  muft  bcj-  if  the  King  miicarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Gmy.    Keie    come   the    Lords    of  Buckingham  and 

Stanley. 
Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  Grace  ! 
Stanley.  God  mal-C  your  JVIajeily  joyful  as  you  hrive. 

been  ! 
^een.  The  Countefs   Richmoful,  good  my  Lord  of 
Stanley  _, 
To  your  good  pray'r  will  fcarcely  fay,  Amen  ; 
Yet,  Stanley^  notvvithftanding  (he's  your  wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  affur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stanley.   1  do  befeech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  flanders  of  her  falfe  accufers  : 
Or,  if  fhe  be  accus'd  on  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs ;  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

^een.  Saw  you  the  King  today,  my  "Lcr  A  of  Stanley?' 
Stanley.   But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  vifiting  his  Majcfty. 

^leen.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  Lords  ? 
Buck.  Madam,  good  hope  i  his  Grace  fpeaks  chear- 

fuily. 
^teen.   God  grant  him  health  !  did  you  confer  with 

him  ? 
^uck.  Madam,  we  did  ,•    he  feek$  to  make  atone- 
ment 
between  the  Duke  of  Glo'fier  and  your  brothers. 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain; 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefence. 

^een.  'Would  all  were  well— but  that  will  never 
be- 
I  fear,  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height.- 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it. 

^nal  conclvifion  of  the  will:  concluded^  what  cannot   bt  alter'd  by 
i«aion  ot  fonae  act,  corJeqaent  on  the  final  judgment. 
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Who  are  they,  that  complain  unto  the  King, 

That  I,  forfooth,  am  ftern,  and  love  them  not  ? 

By  holy  P^nl,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly, 

That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  difTentious  rumours. 

Eecaufe  I  cannot  flatter,   and  look  fair, 

Smile  in  men's  faces,   fmooth,    deceive  and  cog. 

Duck  with  French  nods,  and  apifh  courtefie, 

I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 

Cannot  a  plain  man  live  and  think  no  harm. 

But  thus  his  fimple  truth  muft  be  abusM 

By  filken,  fly,  infmuating  Jacks  ? 

Gray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your  ■ 

Grace  ? ' 
Glo.  To  thee,  that  hafl  not  honefty,  nor  grace  : 
When  have  1  injured  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Or  thee?  or  thee?  or  any  of  your  fadlion? 
A  plague  upon  you  all !  His  royal  pcrfon. 
Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  -would  wifh, 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while, 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

^een.  Brother  of  Glo'fier,  you  miftake  the  matter  : 
The  King  of  his  own  royal  difpofition. 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  fuitor  elfe, 
(Aiming,  belike,   at  your  interior  hatred,  • 
That  in  your  outward  aftion  fliews  itfelf 
Againft  my  children,  brothers,  and  myfelf ;) 
Makes  him  to  fend,    that  he  may  learn  the  ground 
>   Of  your  ill  will,  and  thereby  to  remove  it. 

Glo.  I  cannot  teli  ;  the  v/orld  is  grown  fo  bad, 
That  wrens  make  prey,  where  eagles  dare  not  perck. 
Since  every   Jack  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  Jack. 

^een.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  bro- 
ther Glower, 
You  envy  my  advancement  and  my  friends : 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you ! 

Glo.  Mean  time,  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of 
you. 

T  Of  your  illtvilly  &:.]  This  lln;  Is  rcAored  from  th-  firft  edi- 
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Our  Brother  is  imprifoned  by  your  means ; 

Myfelf  diigrac'd  ;  and  the  nobility 

Held  in  coniempt ;  while  many  fair  promotions 

Arc  daily  given  to  ennoble  thole. 

That  fcarce.  Tome  two  days  imce,    were  worth  a  noble. 

^teen.  By  him,  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height, . 
Frcm  that  contented  hap  whicn  1  enjoy M, 
I  i.ever  did  inccnfe  his  rviajefty 
.Agtiul-c  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ;  but  ha.e  been 
All  crrneft  Advocate  to    plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  iiiC  fhameful  injury, 
faiie;y  to  draw  me  in  thefe  wild  i  ifpedts. 

Glo.  You  may  deny  that   you  were  not  thecaufe 
Of  ray  Lord  Bafiitigs    late  imprilonment. 

Ri'v    Shem.ay,  my  Lord,   for 

Qlo,  She  may,  Lord  -^/^y^rj— — -why,    wlio  knows 
not  fo  ? 
She  may  do  more.  Sir,  than  denying  That : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments. 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  deferts. 
What  may  fhe  nol?  Ihe  may — ay,  marry,  may  fhe— 

RifV.  What,  marry,  may  {he  ?. 

Glo.   What,  marry,  may  fhe  ?  marry  with  a  King, 
A  batchelor,  a  handfom  Itripling  too : 
I  wis,  your  grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

^een.  My  Lord  of  Glo'JIer,  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blant  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  fcolfa ; 
By  heav'n,  I  will  acquaint  his  Majeily, 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  I  often  have  endur'd. 
I  had  rather  be  a  country  fervant-maid. 
Than  a  great  Queen  with  this  condition  j 
To  be  thus  taunied,  fcorn'd  and  baited  at. 
Small  jcy  have  I  in  being  England'^  Queen.  J| 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  ^leen  Margaret. 

Q;^  Mar.  And  lefien'd  be  that  fmall,  God,  I  be- 
feech  thee! 

Thy 
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Thy  honour,  ftate,  and  feat  is  due  to  me. 

GIo.  What !  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King  ? 
Tell  him,  and  fpare  not :  Look,  what  I  have  faid, 
I  will  avouch  in.prefence  of  the  King: 
'Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q.  Mar.   ^  No,  Devil!  I  remember  them  too  well; 
Thou  kiirdft  my  hufband  Hem-y  in  the  To^cver, 
And  Ed^ujard,  my  poor  fon,  at  Te^.vkfoury. 

Glo.  Ere  you  were  Queen,  ay,  or  your  hufband  King^ , 
I  was  a  pack-horfe  in  his  great  affairs  ; 
A  weeder  out  of  his  proud  Adverfaries,. 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends  ; 
To  royalize  his  blood,  I  fpilt  mine  own. 

Q^Mcir.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  er  r 

thine. 
Glo.  In  all  which  time  you  and  your  hufband  Gray 
Were  faftious  for  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter  j 
And,  Rivers^  fo  were  you  ; — was  not  your  hufband. 
In  Margreis  battle,  at  St.  Alhans  (lain  ? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget. 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are  : 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am, 

Q^  Mar.  A  murth'rous  villain,  and  fo  flill  thou  art, 
Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father  Warijoick^-^ 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himlelf,  (which,  Jefu, pardon!— ) 
Q^  Mar.  Which  God  revenge  !— 
Glo,  To  light  on  Edrjcard's  party  for  the  crown  ; 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mew'd  up: 
I  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Ednjuard''s ; 
Or  Edivard'o  foft  and  pitiful,  like  mine; 
I  am  too  childilh-foolini  for  this  world. 

Q^  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fhame,  and  leave  this  ■ 
world. 
Thou  Cacodaemen !  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Riru.  My  Lord  oi  Glower ,  in  thofe  bufie  days. 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies. 
We  followM  then  our  Lord,  our  lawful  King  5 
So  fhould  we  you,  if  you  fhould  be  our  King, . 
Glo.  If  I  fhould  be !— I  had  rathex  be  a  pedlar : 

a  ovT^Devil!  3  Read  N0» 

Faf 
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Far  be  It  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof! 

^een.   As  little  joy,  ray  Lord,  as  you  fuppofe 
You  Ihould  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  King  ; 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me. 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q^Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof? 
For  I  am  flie,  and  altogether  joylefs. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 

3  Hear  m.e,  you  wTcingling  Pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pilFd  from  me  ; 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 
If  not  that  I  being  Queen,  you  bow  like  fubje<fls  ; 
Yet  that  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebels? 

4  Ungentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  ! 

GJo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'il  thou  in  my 
fight  ? 

Q^  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marr'd. 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 
A  hufband  and  a  fon  thou  ow'ft  to  me ;  [To  GIq. 

And  thou,  a  kingdom ;  ail  of  you,  allegiance  ; 

[To  the^ien. 
The  forrow,  that  I  have,  by  Right  is  yours  j 
And  all  the  pieafures,  you  ufurp,  are  mine. 

Glo,   The  curfe  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee. 
When  thou  didft  crown  his  warlike  brews  with  paper. 
And  with  thy  fcorns  drew'li  rivers  from  his  eyes. 
And  then  to  dry  them,  giiv'fl  the  Duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlcfs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland \ 
His  curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  foul 
Denounced  againft  thee,  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee ; 
And  God,  not  we,  has  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed.   ■ 

5  ^ueen.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Bafi.  O,  'twas  the  fouleU  deed  to  flay  that  babe. 
And  the  moil  mercilefs,  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Rinj.  Tyrants  themfelves  wept,  when  it  was  reported. 

3  Hear  ms,yeu  'sorangling  Pirdies,  Sec."]  This  fcene  o? Margg- 
ret\  imprecations  is  fine  and  anfal.  She  prepares  the  audience, 
like  another  CaJJhndra,  for  the  following  tragic  revolutions* 

4  Ah,  gentle  •uillain,-^']   V/e  fhnnid  read,  uNcrNTLS  villain. 

5  ^.  Mar.  Sojuji  is  G^dj  lie]  ThJ5  iiBB  ihould  b«  given  toEd- 
WMd  iVth's  Qusea. 
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Dor/  No  man  but  prophefy'd  revenge  for  it. 

Buck.   Northumberland^  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 

^  Mar.  What !  were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  came, 
Keady  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, . 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  Tork'z  dread  curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  heav'n. 
That  ^^/^/^s  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  ditsxh. 
Their  Kingdom's  lofs,  my  woful  banifhment, . 
Could  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peeviih  brat  ? 
Can  curies  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heav'n  ? 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to-  my  quick  curfes-!  ■ 
If  not  by  war,  by  furfeit  die  your  King, 
As  ours  by  murrher,  to  make  him  a  King  ! 
Ed-tvardthy  fon,  that- now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edkvard  ourfon,  that  was  Prince  of  IValesy, 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence ! 
Thyfelf  a  Queen,  for  me  that  was  a  Queen, 
Out-live  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  felf  .^ 
Long  may'il  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  lofe. 
And  fee  another,  as  \  fee  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  Hal  I'd  in  mine.! 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death. 
And  after  many  length'ncd  hours  of  grief, 
Die,  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  Queen  !  ' 
Rii^ers  and  Dorfet^  you  were  ftanders-by. 
And  fo  waft  thou,  Lord  Hajling!,  when  my  fon 
Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  daggers ;  God,  I  pray  him. 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age. 
But  by  fome  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 

Glo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  withered  h?g. 

Q^  Mar    And  leave  out  thee  ?  ftay,  dog,   for  thoa  ^ 
flialt  hear  me. 
If  heav'ns  have  any  grievous  plague  in  ftore. 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wilh  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  'till  thy  fms  be  ripe  ; 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  thou  troublcr  of  the  poor  world's  peace  \ 
The  worm  of  confcience  ftill  be-gnaw  thy  foul ;  . 
Thy  friends  fufpcd  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'ft. 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  deareft  friends : 
No  fleep  dofe  ud  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 

Unlefs 
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"Onlefs  It  be  while  fome  tormenting  dreatn  " 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils! 
Thou  eiviih-markt  abortive,     rcormg  hog  f 
Thou  that  waft  lealM  -n  thy  nauviiy 
'  The  flave  of  nature,  and  the  fon  of  hell ! 
Thou  flander  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb ! 
Thou  l0a:hed  iffae  of  rhy  father'3  loins? 
5  Thou  wrack  of  honour,  thou  deteiled  — — 

GIo.    Margaret . 

Q^Mar.   Richard. 

Glo.   Ha?  — ~— 

Q.  Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 

Glo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  1  for,  I  did  think. 
That  thou  had 'ft  callM  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

Q^M^r    Why,  fo  I  d^d;  but  .'ook'd  for  no  reply. 
0h,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curfe. 

Glo.  'Tisdone  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret. 

^eefz.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  curfe  againfl- 
yourfelf. 

Q^Mar.  Poor  painted  Queen,  vain  flourish  of  my 
fortune ! 

6  rooihg  hog!]  The  exprcflion  is  fine,  alluding  (in  memory- 

of  her  young  fon)  to  the  ravage  wh:ch  hogs  make,  with  the  fineft 
flowers,  in  gardens  J  and  intimating  X-h^X.  Elixaktb  vfn^  to  expedl  no 
other  treatment  for  her  fons. 

7  TU  fia-ve  of  nature,— ]  The  expreffion  is  flrong  and  noble,  and 
alludes  to  the  ancient  cuftom  of  mafters'  branding  their  profligate 
flavcs:  by  which  itis  infmuated  that  his  mis-fhapen  perfon  was 'the 
mark  that  nature  had  fet  upon  him  to  ftigmatize  his  iH  conditions. 
Bhiikefpear  exprefies  the  fame  thought  in  The  Comedy  of  Errors, 

He  is  deformed,  crcoked.   Sec. 

Stigmatical  in  making  ■ .  -  .. 
But  as  the  fpeaker  rifes  in  her  refentment,  flie  exprefles  this  contemp- 
tuous thought  much   more  openly,  and  condemns  him  to  a  ftiij 
worfe  ftate  of  ilavery, 

Sin,  Death  and  Hell ha-vc  Jet  their  marks  tipon  hiai. 
On'y,  in  the  firft  Jme,  her  mention  of  his  moral  condition  infinuate? 
her  refcftions  on  his  deformity  :  and,  in  the  laft,  her  mention  of  hu' 
defjrmlty  inCnuates  her  reflefcionr  on  his  moral  condition  :  And  thus 
is  has  -.aught  her  to  fcold  in  a'.l  the  elegance  of  figure. 

8  2tou  RAG  of  honour ]  We  ihould  certainly  read, 

Tkou  WRACK  of  honour, 

i.e.  the  ruin  and  deftruftion  of  honour!  which  I  fuppofe  was  fitil 
writ  tack^  %nd  then  further  corrupted  \,ora^ 

Why 
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Why  ftrew'ft  thou  fugar  on  that  bottled  fpider,, 
Whofe  deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about  ? 
Fool,  fool,  thou  whet'fl  a  knife  to  kill  thyfelf : 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  (halt  wifh  for  me 
To  help  thee  curfe  this  pois'noas  bunch-backM  toad. 

Haji.  Falfe-boading,  woman,  end  thy  frantick  curfe-; 
Left  to  thy  harm  thou  move  oar  padence. 

Q^  Mar.  Foul  fhame  upon  you  !  you  have  all  mov'd 

mine. 
Ri<v.  Were   you  well  fervM,  you  would  be  taught 

your  duty. 
Q^Mar.  To  lerve  me  well,  you  all  Ihould  do  m© 
duty. 
Teach  me  to  be  your  Queen,  and  you  my  Subjeds: 
O,  ferve  me  well,  and  teach  yourfelves  that  dury. 
Dorf.  Diipute  not  with  her,  (he  is  lunatick. 
Q^Mar,  Peace,  mafter  Marquifs,.  you  are  malapert  t 
Your  fire-new  damp  of  honour  is  fcarce  current, 
O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge 
What  \wereto  loie  it,  and  bemiferable? 
They  tha^  ftand  high,  h  ve  many  biafis  to  (hake  theiaft 
And,  if  they  fall,  they  d:;(h  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Glo.  Goodcounfel,  rnarry,  learn  it,  learn  it,  Marquifs- 
Dorf.  It  touches  you,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  me. 
Glo.   Ay,  and  much  more  j  but  I  was  born  fo  high, 
"  Our  Airy  buildcth  in  die  cedar's  top, 
*«  Ana  dallies  wiih  the  >.vind,  and  fcorns  the  fun." 

Q.  Mar    And  turns  the  fun  to  (hade  ;— alas!   alas-! 
Witnef?  my  fon,  now  in  the  (hade  of  deac    ; 
Whofe  bright  o-.L  fnining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Huh  in  eternal  darknefs  fo  dtd  up. 
Your  Airy  buildeth  in  our  Airie's  nefli„ 
O  God,  that  feed  it,  do  not  fuiter  it : 
As  i^  was  \:  on  v,  ith  blood,  fo  be  it  loft  \ 

Buck.  Peace,  peace  for  (ham.e,  if  not  for  charity. 
Q.  Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  (hame  to  me  5 
Uncharitably  v.  ith  me  have  you  dealt. 
And  fhamefuJiy  niy  hopes,  by  you,  are  butch^;r'd. 
My  Ci.arity  is  o  irr.ge,  life  my  (hame, 
And  in  my  ftiame  ftill  live  my  forrow's  r.*ge  L 
Mui^k.  Have  dgae,  have  done* 

Q;^  Mar* 
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Q^Mar.   O  Princely  Buckinghanty  I'll  kifs  thy  hand» 
In  fign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee ; 
Now  fairbefldl  thee,  and  thy  noble  Houfel 
Thy  garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood  ; 
Nor  thou  within  the  compais  of  m)  curfe. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here ;  for  curfes  never  pafs 
9  The  lips  of  thofe,  tha*.  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

Q.  Mar.  V\\  not  believe,  but  they  afcend  the  iky. 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle-fleeping  peace. 
O  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog  ; 
Xook,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites  -,  and,  when  he  bites. 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  tlie  deatli ; 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him  ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  fet  their  mr.rks  upon  him, 
And  all  their  minifters  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doth  ^a  fay,  my  Lord  oi  Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  Nothing  thp.t  I  refpeft,  my  gracious  Lord . 

Q^Mar.  What  doll  thou  fcom  me  for  my  gentle 
counfel  ? 
And  footh  the  devil,  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day ; 
When  he  fhall  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow  j 
And  fay,  poor  Mar g' ret  was  a  Prophetefs. 
Live  each  of  you  the  fubjed  to  his  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  al!  of  you  to  God's  f  [Exit. 

Buck.  My  hair  doth  ibnd  on  end  to  hear  her  Curfes. 

^l-v.  And  fo  doth  mine  :  1  wonder,  fhe's  at  liberty. 

-Gib    I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  Mother  j 
She  huth  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Dorf.   I  never  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge. 

Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong  i 
I  was  too  hot  to  do  fome  body  good. 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay'd  ; 

9  72>^  lipi  of  tkofe,  that  breathe  them  in  the  air."^  \,  C.  Of  thole 
who  make  a  praft'ce  of  curfing  their  enemies,  and  do  it  as  often  as 
they  breathe.  So  that. the  fenfe  is,  the  curfes  of  fiich  never  afcend 
to  the  throne  of  vengeance.  Never  pafi  the  l:fs,  i.e.  get  paft  or 
further  than  the  lips 
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'He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains; 
God  pardon  them,  that  are  the  caufe  thereof! 

Ri^.  A  virtuous  and  a  chriftian-hke  conclufion. 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us. 

Glo.   So  do  1  ever,  being  well  advisM ; 
For  had  I  curfl  now,  I  had  curft  myfelf.  l^ftae. 

Enter  Catefhy. 

Gate/.  Madam,  his  Majefty  doth  call  for  you. 
And  for  your  Grace,  and  you,  my  noble  Lord.     ^ 

^een.  Catejby.^vt  come  !  lords,  will  you  go  with  us? 

Rin;.  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  Grace. 

^Exeunt  all  hut  Glouceftcr. 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  firft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  mifchieis,  that  I  fet  a-broach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I  indeed  have  laid  in  darknefs, 
1  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  gulls. 
Namely  to  Stanley,  Haftings^  Buckingham  i 
And  tell  them,  'tis  the  Queen  and  her  allies 
That  ftir  the  King  agair.ft  the  Duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dorfei,  Gray. 
But  then  I  figh,  and  wkh  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Te:ithem,  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  cloathe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  ftoPn  forth  of  holy  Writ,^ 
And  feem  a  Saint,  when  moil  I  play  the  DeviU 

Enter  ttvo  Murtherers. 
But  fofr,  here  come  my  executioners. 
How  now,  my  handy,  ftout,  refolved  mate^ 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  deed? 

I  Vil.  We  are,  my  lord,  and  come  to  have  the  War- 
rant, 

I  He  fs  frank 'd  up  to  fattirg  for  hh  painul  A  Frark  is  an  oM 
Englifa  word  for  a  hog-Jiy.  'Tis  poffible  he  ufes^this  m^etgphcr  £• 
Ciar.nce,  in  allufion  to  the  creft  of  the  family  of  Tork,  wh  ch  was  a 
Boar.     Whereto  relate  thofe  famous  old  verfes  on  Richard  III. 

The  cat,  the  rat,  ard  Lovel  the  dog 

Rule  ad  England  ^  ruler  a  hog. 

He  ttfe«  the  f&mc  metaphor  in  ihc  iaft  fcene  of  i^  4.    Mr.  Pope, 

Th^: 
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That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Wdl  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me  ' 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Cro/hy-^\^ze. 
But,  Sirs,  be  fudden  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  well  fpokei-,  and,  perhaps. 
May  move  your  hearts  to  piiy,  if  you  mark  him. 

ytl.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  will  not  Ita       o  pr^te  } 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  ...ITur'd, 
We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  noi  our  tongnes. 

Glo.  Your  eyes  drop  nu.  -ilones,   when  fools'  eye* 
drop  tears. 
I  like  you,  lads  -,  about  your  bufmefs  j  go.         IBxeiint.  • 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  the  Tower. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Brakenbury. 
SralirirriiY  icoks  your  Grnce  fo  heavily  to  day. 
yy       Clar.  C,  1  have  pail  a  miferable  nighty 
So  full  of  ugly  fights,  of  ^haftly  dreams, , 
That,  as  I  am  a  chrifriaa  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  v  odd  of  happy  days  : 
So  full  of  difnial  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray  you 
tell  me,  -r    /  / 

Clar.  Methought,  that  I  h?.J  broken  from  the  To^er ; 
And  was  embark'd  o  crofs  co  T uyvundy. 
And  in  my  company  my  brother  Gkyien 
Who  from  my  Cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  Hatches.  ^  Ihence  we  'ook'dtQV^'id  England, 
And  cited  up  a  rhoufanu  heavy  times, 
Tiuxvag  the  Wars  of  Tom  and  lancafier, 
Ti-iat  /lad  bcfaru  us      As  we  pac'd  aiong 
\j  pon  the  giddy  foo  r-nr  of  che  Hatches, 
Methought,  thatG/:-^?,  Ikimbed;.  and  in  falling 
Struck  me  (h  .t  fc  gl)!;  ^o  iray  him)  over-board, 
lEto  the  tuiT,bling  bJl-jws  of  the  main. 
X*ord,  Lord,  methought,  what  pain  it  was  ta  dJ-own  f 

What 
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What  dreadful  noife  of  waters  in  my  ears! 
"What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mhie  eyes  ? 
I  thought,  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks ; 
A  thoufand  men,  that  fiihes  gnaw'd  upon ; 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Ineilimable  Hones,  unva  ued  jewels. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  ikulis  ;  and  in  thofe  holes. 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  tiiere  were  crept. 
As  'twere  in  fcorn  of  Eyes,  refljaing  Gems ; 
*  That  woo'd  th^  Aimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by. 

Bi-ak.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  death. 
To  gaze  apon  the  Sec  ets  of  tiis  Deep  ? 

Clar.  Methought,  I  had ;  and  often  did  I  flriv« 
To  yield  the  ghoit ;  buc  Hill  rhe  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  loal,  and  would  nut  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wanci'iing  air; 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk. 
Which  aimoft  burft  .o  be  ch  ic  m  che  ita. 

Brak.   Awak'd  you  not  with  tixio  fore  agony? 

Clar.  No,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthnea  after  life," 

0  cheii  began  the  temj.eft  to  my  foul : 

1  pait,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood. 
With  ciac  grim  ferry-man,  which  Poetr>  wiite  ofj 
Unto  t.-ie      mgd  :m  of  pe<pe-:ual  Nigac. 

Tiis  firft  thctt  tiiCre  did  greet  my  it  ranger  foul. 
Was  iny  great  father-in-iaw,  renowned  I4^^ar^vick, 
Who  cr)  'd  aioud     What  fcourge  fur  perjury 
Cantius  dark  Monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence^ 
And  o  ne  vaniiVd      Then  came  wand' ring  by 
A  fhadow  like  an  angel,  wi':h  bright  hair 

DabMca  in  blood,  and  he  fhnek'd  out  aloud • 

Clarence  is  come,  falfe,  flcetiiig,  pe  jur'd  Clarence, 

Th'  t  it.bb'd  me  !.■  the  held  by  feivrjbury  ; 

Seiz';  on  him.  Furies,  take  hi-.n  to  yoar  torments !  — — * 

Wltn  til."-,  meihough',  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 

Inviron'd  jie,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 

Sacii  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  noife 

I,  trembling,  waU-'u}  and  for  a  feafon  after 


2  That  w'OQ'i  tbejlimy  bottom'^l  woc^d  for  cgled. 
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Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  Hell : 
Such  terrible  imprefiion  made  my  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  afFrighted  you  ; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar.  Ah  !  Brakenburyy  I  have  done  thofe  things 
That  now  give  evidence  againfl  my  Ibul, 
For  Edn.vard''^  fake  ;  and,  fee,  how  he  requites  me  ? 
3  O  God!  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee. 
But  thou  v/ilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds. 
Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone : 
O,  fpare  my  guiltlefs  wife,  and  my  poor  children  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  Brakenbury,  ilay  by  me  ; 
My  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  lleep. 

£raL  I  will,  my  lord  j  God  give  your  Grace  good 
Reft ! 
4-  Sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofmg  hours,         [  /^Ifide, 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories. 
An  outward  honour,  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  v/orld  of  reftlefs  cares : 
So  that  between  their  titles,  and  low  name. 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  the  ttvo  Murtherers, 

1  Vil.  Ho,  who's  there  ? 

Brak.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ?  how  cam'Il: 
thou  hither  ? 

2  f^iL  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came 
hither  on  my  legs. 

Brak.  What,  fo brief? 

^  OGod!  If  my  deep  prayers  Scc-I  The  four  following  lines  have 
been  added  fince  the  firft  edition.  Mr.  Pope, 

4  Sorrcio  breaks  jeajom  &c.]  In  the  common  editions  the  keeper 
is  made  to  hold  the  dialogue  with  Clarence  'till  this  line.  And  here 
Brakenbury  enters,  pronouncing  thefe  words ;  which  feem  to  me  a. 
refle<n:ion  naturally  refulting  from  the  foregoing  convetfation,  and 
therefore  continued  to  be  fpokcn  by  the  fume  pcrfon,  as  it  is  accord- 
i«gly  in  the  firft  edition.  Mr  Pope. 

I    ViL 
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1  Vil.  'Tis  better,  Sir,  than  to  be  tedious.  Let 
him  fee  our  Coinmiflion,  and  talk  no  more. 

Brak.  [Reads.]  I  am  in  this  commanded  to  deliver 
The  noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands. 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby,  ' 

Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  of  the  meaning. 
There  lyes  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  keys. 
I'll  to  the  King,  and  fignify  to  him. 
That  thus  I  have  refignM  to  you  my  Charge.       {Exit. 

1  FiL  You  may.  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  wifdom :  fare 
you  well. 

2  Vil.  What,  {hall  we  Ilab  him  as  he  fleeps  ? 

1  Fil.  No ',  he'll  fay,  'twas  done  cowardly,  when 
he  wakes. 

2  Vil.  When  he  wakes  !  why.  Fool,  he  fhall  never 
wake  until  the  great  Judgment-day, 

1  Vil.  Why,  then  he'll  fay,  we  llabb'd  him  fleep- 

2  Vil.  The  urging  of  that  word,  Jijdgment,  hath 
bred  a  kind  of  remorfe  inn.e. 

1  Vil.  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2  Vil.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  for  it : 
But  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which 
no  warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  Vil,  I'll  back  to  the  Duke  of  Glofter,  and  tell 
him  fo. 

2  Vil.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  ftay  a  little ;  I  hope,  this 
holy  humoijr  of  mine  will  change;  It  was  wont  to  hold 
me  but  while  one  would  tell  twenty. 

1  Vil.  How  doll  thou  feel  thyfelf  now  ? 

2  Vil.  Faith,  fome  certain  dregs  of  confcience  are 
yp'^  withia  me. 

1  Vii.  Remember  the  reward,  when  the  deed's 
done. 

2  Vil.  Come,  he  dies :  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Vil.  Where's  thy  c-n Science  now  ? 

2  Vil.  O,  in  the  i vuke  of  G/<?*/fr's  pnrfe. 

1  Vil  When  he  opens  his  rurfe  to  give  us  our  re- 
ward, thy  confcience  flyes  oat, 

2  Vil  'Tis  m  matter,  let  it  go  ;  there's  few  or  none 
will  entertain  ir, 

I  ViL 
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1   Fil.  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

e  Fi/.  ril  not  meddle  with  it;  it  is  a  dangerous 
Thmg,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward :  a  man  cannot  ileal, 
but  it  accufe'.h  him  5  a  man  cannot  fwear,  but  it  checks 
him ;  a  man  cannot  lye  with  his  neignbour's  wife,  but 
it  deters  him.  'lis  a  blulhing  {hame-fac'd  fpirit,  that 
mutinies  in  a  Man's  bo  cm  :  it  iills  one  full  of  obfta- 
cles.  It  made  me  once  reftore  a  purfe  of  gold,  that 
by  chance  I  found.  It  beggars  any  man,  that  keeps 
it.  It  is  turned  out  of  towns  and  cities  for  a  dange- 
rous thing ;  and  every  man,  that  means  to  live  wtll, 
endeavour:  to  trull  to  himfelf,  and  live  without  it. 

1  Fi7.  'Tis  even  now  at  my  elbov,.,  purluading  me 
BOt  to  kill  the  Duke. 

2  F//.  s  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  it 
Bot :  it  would  infmuate  with  thee   but   to  make  thee 

1  Fz/.  I  am  ftrong-fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Vi/.  Spoke  like  ?  tall  fellow,  that  refpetts  his  re- 
putation.    Come,  (h:  il  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  Fi/.  Take  him  over  the  coftard,  with  the  hilt  of 
thy  fword  ;  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malmfie-butt, 
in  the  next  room. 

2  Vil.  O  excellent  device,  and  make  a  fop  of  him. 

1  Fil.  Soft,  he  wakes.     Shall  I  Ilrike? 

2  FiL  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him 

Clat    Whe^e  art  thou.  Keeper  ?  give  me  a  cup  of 

wine. 
2  Fil.   You  fhall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord,  anon. 
Clar.  In  God's  name,  wh?t  art  thou  ? 
1  Fil.   A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal. 
I  Fil.  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Clar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 

5  Take  the  tievU  in  thy  mind,  andbelie've  kjm  not:  he  7uouU  in~ 
fiftuate  nvitb  thee^  &c.]  One  villain  h  s,  Confaence  is  at  hh  elbow 
perfuadine  him  not  to  kill  the  Duke.  The  other  fays,  take  the 
<Jevil  into  thy  nearer  acquaintance,  tnto  thy  tnind,  who  will  be  a  match 
for  thv  ccnfcience,  and  beUeve  i< not,  &c.  It  is  pMn  then,  that  him 
in  borii  places  in  the  text  fhould  be  it,  namely,  confcience. 

I  FiL 
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I  Vil.  My  voice  is  now  the  King's,  my  looks  mine 
own. 

Clar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  fpeak  ? 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me  :  why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  > 

Both.  To,  to,  to 

Clar.  To  murther  me  ? 

Both.  Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  To ! 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

1  Vil.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King, 
Clar.   I  Ihall  be  reconcil'd  to  him  again. 

2  Vil.  Never,  my  lord,  therefore  prepare  to  die. 
Clar.  Are  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men. 

To  flay  the  innocent  ?  what's  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence,  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 
What  lawful  Queft  have  giv'n  their  verdidl  up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  Sentence  of  poor  Clare^ici  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convid  by  courfe  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  moll  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  to  have  Redemption, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me  : 
The  deed,  you  undertake,  is  damnable. 

1  Vil.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  Command. 

2  Vil.  And  he,  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
Clar.  Erroneous  vaffals  !  the  great  King  of  Kings 

Hath  in  the  Table  of  his  Law  commanded. 
That  thou  Ihalt  do  no  Murther ;  will  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  edift,  and  fulfil  a  man's  ? 
Take  heed,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand. 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Vil.  And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee 
For  falfe  forfwearing,  and  for  murther  too : 
*  Thou  didft  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  fight 
In  Quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancajier. 

1  Vil.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  vow  j  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 
Unrip'dll  the  bowels  of  thy  Sovereign's  fon. 

2  Vil.  Whom  thou  wert  fworn  to  cherifh  and  defend. 
Vol.  V.  L  i  Vil. 
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\  Vil  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law  to  u^ 
When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree  ? 

Clar.  Alas !  for  whofe  fake  did  I  that  ill  deed  \ 
For  Ed^.vard,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this: 
For  in  that  fm  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  wiii  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
O,  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly  ; 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm ; 
He  needs  no  indiredl,  nor  lawlefs  courfe, 
To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

I  Vil.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minifter. 
When  gallant-fpringing  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  Princely  novice,  v/as  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage. 

1  Vil.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  feult. 
Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  flaughter  thee. 

Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me  : 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  Meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  brother  Glo'Jier, 
Who  will  reward  you  better  for  my  life. 
Than  Ednxard  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

2  Vil.  You  are  deceiv'd,  your  brother  Glower  hates 

you. 

Clar.  Oh,  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear  : 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 

Both.  Ay,  fo  we  will. 

Clar.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  father  7'ork 
Blell  his  three  fons  with  his  viftorioui  arm, 
^  And  charg'd  us  from  his  foul  to  love  each  other. 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendihip  : 
Bid  Glo'fier  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

I  Vil   Ay,  mill-ftones  ;  as  he  leuon'd  us  to  weep. 

Clar.  O  uo  not  flander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 

I  Vil.  As  fnowinharvefl: :— -youdecei^-eyourfelf; 
'Tis  he,  that  fends  us  to  deitroy  }  ou  here. 

Clar,  It  caimot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  fortune, 

6  And  charged  us  from  his  f»!il^  &c.]  This  necefl'ary  line  is  reftorcd 
P-om  tht  old  edition.  '  JMr.  Pcfe. 

And 
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And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs. 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  ViL  Why,  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heav'n. 

2  ViL  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  muft  die,  my 

lord. 

Clar.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  foul. 
To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  fouls  fo  blind. 
That  you  will  war  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me  ? 
O  Sirs,  confider  they,  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Fil  What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Clar.  Relent,  '  and  fave  your  fouls. 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  Prince's  fon. 
Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, 
Jf  two  fuch  murtherers,  as  your  felves,  came  to  you. 
Would  not  intreat  for  life  ?  ah  !  you  would  beg, 
Were  you  in  my  diftrefs 

1  Vil.   Relent?  'tis  cowardly  and  womanifh. 
Clar.  Not  to  relent,  is  beallly,  favage,  devilifli. 

My  friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks : 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer. 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me. 
A  begging  Prince  what  Beggar  pities  not  ? 

2  ViL  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  ViL  Take  that,  and  that  j  if  all  this  will  not  do, 

\_Stabs  him: 
I'll  drown  you  in  the  malmiie-butt  Vv^ithin.  [^Exit. 

2  ViL  A  bloody  deed,  and  defp'rately  difpatch'd : 
How  fain,  like  Pilate^  would  I  wa(h  my  hands 

Of  this  moft  grievous  guilty  murther  done  ! 

'Re-enter  firjl  Villain. 

1  ViL  How  how?   what  mean'ft   thou,    that  thou 

help'il  me  not  ? 
By  heav'n,  the  Duke  fhall  know  how  flack  you've  been. 

2  ViL  I  would  he  knew,  that  1  had  fav'd  his  brother ! 

■  andfa-ue  your  fouls.  &c.]   The  fix  fallowing  lines  are  not 


in  die  old  edicion,  .      Mr.  Popi 
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Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay ; 

For  I  repent  me,  that  the  Duke  is  flain.  [Exit, 

I  Fil   So  do  not  I ;  go.  Coward,  as  thou  art. 
Well,  ril  go  hide  the  body  in  fome  hole, 
'Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial: 
And,  when  I  have  my  Meed,  I  muft  away ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  muft  not  ftay.  [^Exit, 


A  C  T     II.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

<rhe   COURT, 

Enter   King  Edward  fid,  the  ^een,  Dorfet,  Rivers, 
_  Haftings,  Catefby,  Buckingham,  and  Woodvile. 

K.  £^w,TT  T  H  Y,  fo  ;  now  have  I  done  a  good  day's 

W  work. 

You  Peers,  continue  this  united  league  : 
I  every  day  expefl  an  embaflage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence. 
And  now  in  peace  my  foul  fhall  part  to  heav'n, 
Siijce  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth ; 
Hafiings  and  Rivers,  take  each  other's  hand  ; 
DifTemble  not  your  hatred  ;  fwear  your  love. 

Ri'v.  By  heav'n,  my  foul  ispurg'd  from  grudging  hate; 
And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's  love. 

Hafi,  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like  ! 

K.  Eduu.  Take  heed,  you  dally  not  before  your 
King; 
Left  he,  that  is  the  fupream  King  of  Kmgs, 
Confound  your  hidden  falftiood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

HaJI.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfedl  love ! 

jR/*i;.  And  I,  as  I  love  HaJIings  with  my  heart  ? 

K.  Edn.v.  Madam,  yourfelf  is  not  exempt  from  this ; 
Nor  your  fon  Dor/et ;  Buckingham ^  nor  you  ; 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord  Hafiings,  let  him  kifs  your  hand  i 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

^een.  There,  Hajiittgs  i— I  will  never  more  remem- 
ber 

0»r 
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Our  former  hatred  ;  ^o  thrive  I  and  mine ! 

K.  Ed^v.  Dorfety  embrace  him  :  Hajlings,  love  lord 
Marquifs. 

Dorf.  This  imerchange  cf  love,  I  here  proteft. 
Upon  my  part,  fhall  be  inviolable.  . 

Haji.  And  fo  fwear  I 

K.  Edw.  Now,  Princely  Buckingham,   Teal  thou  this 
league 
With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck.  When  ever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,  and  not  with  duteous  love 

[f<?  the  ^eetu 
Doth  cheriih  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  Hate  in  thofe  where  I  expect  moft  love  !  — — 
When  I  have  moft  need  to  employ  a  friend. 
And  moll:  alTured  that  he  is  a  friend. 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile. 
Be  he  to  me !  This  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  I  am  cold  in  zeal  to  you  or  yours. 

\Emhracing  Rivers,  i^c. 

K.  Ed-w.  A  pleafing  cordial,  Princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Glojler  here, 
To  make  the  bleffed  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck.   And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble  Dake. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  njoitb  Ratcliif. 

Glo.  Good   morrow   to   my    Sovereign    King    and 
Queen ; 
And,  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day. 

K.  Ediv.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  day. 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  j 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  thefefwelling  wrong-incenfed  Peers. 

Glo.  A  bleffed  labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Liege: 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here. 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmife. 
Hold  me  a  foej  if  I  unwittingly 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  prefence,  I  defire 
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To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace: 

'Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  ; 

1  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  men's  love. 

Firft,  Madam,  I  intrcat  true  peace  of  you. 

Which  T  v.ill  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice: 

Of  you,  my  noble  coufm  Buckingham., 

If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us : 

Of  you,  and  you,  lord  Rivers,  and  of  Dorfet, 

That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me: 

Of  you,  lord  Wood--vile,  and,  lord  Scales,  of  you; 

Dukes,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen;  indeed,  of  all. 

I  do  not  know  that  Englijhman  alive. 

With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds. 

More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to  night ; 

I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

^een.  A  holy-day  fhall  this  be  kept  hereafter ; 
I  v/ouid  to  God,  all  firifes  were  well  compounded  ! 
My  Sovereign  lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 
To  take  our  Brother  Clarence  to  your  Grace. 

Gio.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  offer'd  love  for  this. 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 
Who  knows  net,  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead  ? 

\Jhe.y  all Jf art. 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  coarfe. 

K.  Eckv.  AVho  knows  not,  he  is  dead  !  who  knows,, 
he  is  ? 

^een.   All-feeing  Heaven,  what  a  world  is  this ! 

Buck.  Look  I  fo  pale,  lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft  r 

Dorf  Ay,   my  good  lord ;  and  no  man  in  the  pre- 
fence. 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Ed^iv.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  revers'd. 

Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  your  firft  order  died. 
And  That  a  v/inged  Mercury  did  bear  : 
Some  tardy  cripple  had  the  countei-mand. 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant,  that  iome  lefs  noble,  and  lefs  loyal. 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deierve  no  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did. 
And  yet  go  current  from  fufpicion  ! 

Enter 
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infer  Lord  Stanley. 

Sranl.  A  boon,  my  Sovereign,  for  my  fervice  done. 

K.  Edvj.  Ipr'ythee,  peace ;  my  foal  is  full  of  forrow, 

Stanl.  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me. 

K.  Ed^M.  Then  lay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requeft'ft. 

Sfanl.  The  forfeit.   Sovereign,  of  my  fervant's  life  ; 
Who  flew  to  day  a  riotous  gentleman. 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.  Edw.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's 
death  ? 
And  (hall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  flave  ? 
My  brother  kilPd  no  man ;  his  fault  was  thought  i 
And  yet  l^is  punifhment  was  bi:ter  death. 
Who'fued  to  me  for  him  ?  v^'ho,  in  my 'wrath, 
Kneel'd  at  my  f^et,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  fpokc  of  brotherhood  I  who  fpoke  of  love  ? 
Who  told  rne,  how  the  poor  foul  did  for  fake 
The  mighty  War.-vAck,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 
Who  toll  me,  in  the  field  at  Te^-^jjkjbury, 
When  O'xfo7-d\i:.<^  me  down,  herefcu'd  me? 
And  faid.  Dear  brother,  live,  and  be  a  King  ? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field. 
Frozen  almoU  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me, 
Ev'n  in  his  garments,  and  did  give  himfelf 
All  thin,  and  naked,  to  the  numb  ccld  night  ? 
All  this  from  my  remembrance  briitifh  wrath 
Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  iiymy  mind. 
But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  vaiTals 
Have  done  a  drunken  {laughter,  and  defac'd 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer ; 
You  ftraight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon,-" — 
And  I,  unjuftly  too,  muft  grant  it  you. 
But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak. 
Nor  r,  ungracious,  fpake  unto  myfelf 
For  him,  poor  foul.     The  proudeft  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life  : 
Yet  none  of  you  v/ould  once  plead  for  his  life, 
O  God !  I  fear,  thy  juftice  will  take  hold 
On  m^'  and  vou,  and  mine,  and  yours,  for  this, 

L  4j.  Come. 
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Come,  Hafiings,  help  me  to  my  clofet.     Ah  f 
Poor  Clarence !     \_Exeunt  fome  with  the  King  and ^een, 
Glo.  Thefe  ai€  the  fruits  of  rafhnefs :  mark'd^you 
not, 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  Queen 
LookM  pale,  when  they  did  hear  o^ Clarence'  death? 

0  !  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King. 

God  w  ill  revenge  it.      Come,  lords,  will  you  go 

To  comfort  Ed-ward  with  our  company  \  {Exeunt, 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  the  Dutchefs  of  York,  ivith  the  t-ivo  Children  of 
Clarence. 

Sen.  GoodGrandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 

Dutch.   No,  boy. 

Daugh.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft  ?  and  beat  your 
breaft  ? 
And  cry,  O  Clarence  !  my  unhappy  fon  ? 

Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  fhake  your  head. 
And  call  us  orphans,  wretcheo,  caft-aways. 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Dutch.  My  pretty  Coufms,  you  miftake  me  both. 

1  do  lament  the  ficknefs  of  the  King, 

As  loth  to  lofe  him  ;  not  your  father's  death  ; 
it  were  loft  forrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Son.  Then  you  conclude,  my  Grandam,  he  is  dead. 
The  King  my  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this. 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  daily  earneft  prayers. 

Daugh.   And  io  will  I. 

Dutch.  Peace,  children,  peace  I  the  King  doth  love 
you  well. 
Incapable  and  Ihallow  Innocents  f 
You  cannot  guefs,  who  caus'd  your  father's  death. 

Son.  Grandam,  we  can  ;  for  my  good  Uncle  Glo^Jfer 
Told  me,  the  King,  provok'd  to't  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  Impeachments  to  imprifon  him  ; 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  fo,   he  w  ept, 
And  pitied  me  ;  and  kindly  kift  my  cheek ; 
Bad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  mv  father. 

And 
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And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Dutch.  Ah!  that  deceit  fhould  Heal  fuch  gentle  fhape. 
And  with  a  virtuous  vizor  hide  deep  vice  I 
He  is  my  fon,  ay,  and  therein  my  Ihame  ; 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son.  Think  you,  my  uncle  did  diilemble,  Grandam-? 

Duhh.   Ay,   boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.     Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

EnUr  the  ^een  nuith  her  hair  about  her  ears,  Rivcrs 
and  Dorfet  after  her. 

^een.  Ah  !  who  fliall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  myfelf  ? 
I'll  join  with  black  defpair  againfl  my  foul. 
And  to  myfelf  become  an  enemy. 

Dutch.  What  means  this  fcene  of  rude  impatience  ? 

^een.  To  make  an  aft  of  tragick  violence. 
Edivard,  my  lord,  thy  fon,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  i)ranches,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves,   that  want  their  fap  ? 
If  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  be  brief; 
That  our  fwift-winged  fouls  may  catch  the  King's ; 
Or,  like  obedient  Subjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  Kingdom  of  perpetual  reft. 

Dutch.  Ah  !  io  much  int'reil  have  I  in  thy  forroW;, 
As  I  had  title  to  thy  noble  hufband ; 
I  have  bewept  a  worthy  hufband's  death. 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images. 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  giafs. 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  fliame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  yet  thou  art  a  mother; 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left : 
But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  hufband  from  mine  arms. 
And  pluckt  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Ed-uoard.     O,  what  caufe  have  I, 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief ) 
To  over-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries ! 

Son.  Ah,  Aunt !  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death  j 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  Tears! 

L  5  Daugh^ 
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Daiigh.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoanM, 
Your  widow  dolours  likewife  be  unwept ! 

^een.  Give  me  no  help  in  Lamentation, 
.1  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  complaints  : 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes. 
That  I,  being  governM  by  the  wat'ry  moon, 
May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world. 
Ah,  for  my  hufband,  for  my  dear  lord  Ed^jard  ! 

Chil.  Ah,  for  our  fither,  for  our  dear  lord  Clarence  f 
Dutch.    Ala?,    for  both,    both  mine,    Ednvard  and 

Clarence  ! 
Sluecn.   What  flay  had   I,   but  Edivard?  and   he*s 

gone. 
Chil    What  ilay  had  we,   but  Clarence?    and   he's: 

gone. 
Dutch,  V/hat  ftays  had  I,   but  they  ?    and  they  are  - 

gone. 
^een.  Was  never  widow,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs, 
Chil.  Were  never  orphans,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs» 
Dutch.  Was  never  mother,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Alas !  I  am  the  mother  of  thefe  griefs. 
Their  woes  are  parcelFd,  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I ; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  fhe  j 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  fo  do  I. 
Alas !  you  three,    on  me  threefold-diftreft 
Pour  all  your  tears ;  I  am  your  forrow's  nurfe. 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dorf.  •Comfort,  dear  mother;  God  is  much  difpleas'd, . 
That  with  unthankfulnefs  you  take  his  doing. 
In  common  worldly  things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unvvillingnefs  to  pay  a  debt, 
V/hich  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent : 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heav'n  j 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you . 

Riru.  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother. 
Of  the  young  Prince  your  fen  j  fend  ftraight  for  him,. 
Let  him-  be  crown'd  ;  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defp'rate  forrow  in  dead  Ed-ivard's  grave, 
And  plant  your  ioys  in  living  Edward^i  Throne. 

^       '  '  *="  SCENE 
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SCENE    in. 

Wnter   Glouccflcr,    Buckingham,    Stanley,-  Ha/lings, 
and  Ratcliff. 

Glo.  Sifler,  have  comfort:  all  of  us  have  caufe 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  fhining  liar : 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy  ; 

I  did  not  fee  you. Humbly  on  my  knee 

I  crave  your  B! effing. 

Dutch.  God  bleis  thee,    and  put  meeknefs  in  thy 
breaft, 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty. 

Glo.  Amen,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man  l— 
That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  mother's  bleffing ; 
I  marvel,  that  her  Grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck.  You  cloudy  Princes,  and  heart-forrowing  Peers, 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
Nov/  chear  each  other  in  each  other's  love  ; 
Though  we  have  fpent  our  harveft  of  this  King-, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harvefi  of  his  fon. 
The  broken  rancor  of  your  high-fwoln  heart?. 
But  lately  fplinter'd,  knit  and  join'd  together, 
Muft  gently  be  preferv'd,  cherilh'd  and  kept : 
Me  feemeth  good,  that,  with  fome  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlox'j  the  young  Prince  be  fjtch'd 
Hither  to  London^  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

Rl^j.   Why  with  fome  little  train^  my  lord  of  Buch* 
ingham  ? 

Buck.  Marry,  my  lord,  left  by  a  multitude 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  fhould  break  out; 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  the  Eftate  is  yet  ungovern'd. 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanding  reia. 
And  may  diredl  his  courfe  as  pleafe  himfelf. 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent. 
In  my  opinion  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope,  the  King  made  peace  with  all  of  u?  i 
And  the  compact  is  firm,  and  true  in  me. 

Riv,  And  fo  in  me  ;  and  fo,  I  think,  iix  ail. 
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Yet  fince  it  is  but  green,  it  Ihould  be  put 

To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach. 

Which,  haply,  by  much  company  might  be  urg'd  ; 

Therefore  I  fay,  with  noble  Buckingham, 

That  it  is  meet  lb  few  Ihould  fetch  the  Prince. 

Haft,  And  fo  fay  I. 

Glo.  Then  be  it  fo  j  and  go  we  to  determine, 
Who  they  fhall  be  that  llraight  fhall  poll  to  Ludlonjj. 
Madam,  and  you  my  filler,  will  you  go, 
'  To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  weighty  bufmefs  ? 

\Exeunt, 
\_Manent  Buckingham  and  Gloucefter. 

Bud.  My  lord,  whoever  journies  to  the  Prince, 
For  God's  fake,  let  not  us  Two  flay  at  home ; 
For  by  the  way,  I'll  fort  occafion. 
As  index  to  the  flory  we  late  talk'd  of. 
To  part  the  Queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  Prince. 

Glo.  ^  My  other  felf,  my  counfel's  confillory. 
My  oracle,  my  prophet ! — My  dear  coufin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  diredion. 
Tow'rd  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  ftay  behind.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Changes  to  a  Street  near  the  Court. 

l^nter  one  Citizen  at  one  door,    and  another  at  the  other, 

GOOD  morrow,   neighbour,   whither  away 
fo  fall  ? 
Cit.  I  promife  you,  I  hardly  know  my  felf : 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  news,  by'r  lady ;  feldom  comes  a  better : 
J  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  Citizen. 

3  Cit,  Neighbours,  God  fpeed ! 

I  To  give  your  ctn{\xrt% ]  e^^nfures,  for  coanfels. 

3  My  other  felf,  my  counfe/^s  conjijiory, 

My  crack,  my  prophet,  my  dear  coujn !]  I  have  alterM  the 
folnting  of  this  paflage,  whereby  a  ftrange  and  ridiculous  Jntinlimax 
jfi  preyentcd. 

I  C/V. 


Cit. 
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r  Cit*  Give  you  good  morrow,  Sir. 
3  Cit.  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  King  Ed-ward"^ 
death  ? 

2  CzV.   Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true  ;  God  help,  the  while  ! 

3  Cit.  Then,  mafters,  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world. 

1  Cit.  No,  no,  by  God's  good  grace  his  fon  ftiall 

reign. 
3  Cit.  Wo  to  that  Land,  that's  govern'd  by  a  child  ! 

2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government : 
Which  in  his  non-age,  counfel  under  him. 
And,  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years,  himfelf. 

No  doubt,  (hall  then,  and  'till  then,  govern  well. 

I  Cit.  So  flood  the  State,  when  Henry  the  fixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris,  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cit.  Stood  the  State  fo  ?  no,  no,  good  friends,  God 

wot ; 
For  then  this  Land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politick  grave  coum'el ;  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  Uncles  to  proted  his  Grace. 

I  Cit.  Why,   fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and 
mother. 

3  Cit.  Better  it  were,  they  all  came  by  his  father; 
Or  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation,  who  fhall  now  be  neareft. 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glo'fur  ; 
And  the  Queen's  fonsand  brothers  haughty,  proud: 
And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule. 
This  fickly  land  might  folace  as  before. 

1  Cit.  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  worfl ;  all  will  be 

well . 
3  Cit.  When  clouds  are  feen,  wife  men  put  on  their 

cloaks; 
When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand  ; 
When  the  Sun  fets,  v/ho  doth  not  look  for  night  ? 
Untimely  ftorms  make  men  expeft  a  dearth  : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  exped. 

2  Cit.   Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear: 
You  cannot  reafon  almoft  with  a  man 

Tiiat  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 
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3  Cit.  Before  the  day  of  change,  ftill  is  it  fo  j 
By  a  divine  inftinft  men's  minds  miftruft 
Enfuing  danger;  as  by  proof  we  fee, 
The  waters  fwell  before  a  boift'rous  ftorm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.     Whither  away  ?  '- 

2  Cit.  Marry,  we  were  fent  for  to  the  juftices. 

3  C/>.  And  fo  was  I,  Til  bear  you  company.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

Changes  to  the  Court. . 

Enter  ArchliJJjop  of  York,  the  young  Duke  of  York 
the  ^leen,  and  the  Dut chefs  of  York, 

Archrt  Heard,  they  lay  the  laft  night  at  Northamptony  , 

J_   At  Stcny-Stratford  they  do  reft  to  night : 
To  morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince ; 
I  hope,  he  is  much  grown  fmce  laft  I  law  him. 

^een.   But  I  hear,  not ;  they  fay,  my  fon  of  Tork  . 
Has  almoft  over-ta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

Tork.  Ay,  mothei-,  but  I  would  noc  have  it  fo. 
Dutch.   Why,  my  youn^  Coufm,  it  is  good  to  grow. 
To7-k.  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  fit  at  fupper. 
My  uncle  Ri'vers  talk'd  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother.     Ay,  quoth  my  uncle  Glo^fet'i 
Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeds  do  grow  apace. 
And  fmce,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  fo  faft, 
Becaufe  fv/eet  flow'rs  are  flow,  and  weeds  make  hafte. 
Dutch.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not 
hold 
In  him,  that  did  obje«fl.  the  fame  to  thee. 
He  was  the  wretched'ft  thing,  when  he  was  young; 
So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 
That,  if  his  Rule  were  true,  he  fnould  be  gracious. 
Tork,  And  fo,  no  doubt,  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam,  - 
Dutch.  I  hope,  he  is;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 
Tork    Now,  by  ray  troth,  if  I  had  been  remember*d, 
I  could  have  giv'n  my  Uncle's  Grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth>  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Dntch 
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Dutch.  How,  my  young  ro:ik?  I  prVthee,  let  me 

hear  it. 
Tork.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  uncle  grew  fo  fail. 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruil  at  two  hours  old  ;  . 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jeft  _ 

Dutch,  I  pr^ythee,  pretty  Tork,  wno  told  thee  this  ? 
Tork.    Grandam,  his  nurfc.  ,     ,  ^ 

Dutch.  His  nurfe  !  why  (he  was  dead  ere  thou  wail 

born, 
r^r/^    If  'twere  not  (he,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 
9ueen.  A  parlous  boy— go  to,  you  are  too  flirewd, 
Dutch.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  child. 
^een.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

E?iter  a  Mejjfenger. 
Arch.  Here  comes  a  mefTenger :  what  news  ? 
Mef.  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  m.e  to  report.-. 
c^^een.   How  doth  the  Prince  ? 
Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  health.. 
Dutch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 

Mef.  Lord  Risers  and  lord  Gray  are  fent  to  Pom/ret,  .. 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Faughan,  prifoners. 
Dutch.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 
Mef  The  mighty  Dukes, 
QWfier  and  Buckingham. 
Arch.  For  what  ofFence  ? 
Mef  The  fum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd  ; 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed. 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

^een.  Ah  me  !  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe  i  - 
ThTtyger  now  hath  feizM  the  gentle  hind. 
Infulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  throne  ; 
Welcome,  deftrudion,  blood  and  mafJacre  ! 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all.  _ 

Dutch.  Accurfed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days  \ 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  ! 
My  hulband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  Crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  fons  were  toft. 
Forme  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  lofs. 

And 
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And  being  feated,  and  domeftick  broils 
Clean  over-blown,  themfelves  the  Conquerors 
Make  war  upon  themfelves,  blood  againfl  blood. 
Self  againft  felf ;  O  moft  prepofterous 
And  frantick  outrage  !  end  thy  damned  fpleen ; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more. 

^een.  Come,  come,  my  boy,  we  will  toSanduary. 
Madam,  farewel. 

Dutch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

^een.  You  have  no  caufe. 

Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go. 
And  thither  bear  your  treafure  and  your  goods,  ■ 
For  my  part,  I'll  ref.gn  unto  your  Grace 
The  Seal  I  keep  ;  and  fo  betide  it  me. 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours ! 
Go,  I'll  conduft  you  to  the  Sanduary.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

In    LONDON. 

^he  Trumpets  found.  E titer  Prince  of  Wales,  the  Dukes 
of  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  Archbifhop,  njoith 
others. 

Buck,  TT  TElcome,  fweet  Prince,  to  London,  » ta  your 
VV  Chamber.  ^ 

Glo.  Welcome,  dear  Co  ufm,  my  thought's  Sovereio-n, 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince.  No,  Uncle,  but  our  crofTes  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifom  and  heavy. 
I  want  more  Uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Glo.  Sweet  Prince,  th'  untainted  virtue  of  your  y^ars 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  v.orld's  deceit  : 
Nor  more  can  you  diftinguifh  of  a  man. 
Than  of  his  outward  fhew,  which,  God  he  knows. 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  Uncles,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous : 

J  — ' — to  your  Chamber.]  Londin  was  antiently  called  Catxira 
'^^'"^  Mr.  Fope, 

Your 
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Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  words. 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  froni  fuch  falfe  friends ! 
Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  friends !  but  they 

were  none. 
GIo.  My  lord,   the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet 
you. 

Eyiter  Lord  Mayor. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace  with  health  and  happy 

days! 
Trince.  I  thank  you,   good  my  lord,  and  thank  yoa 
all: 
I  thought,  my  Mother,  and  my  brother  Vork^ 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  flug  is  Haftings?  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come  or  no. 
Enter  Lord  Haftings, 
Buck.  And  in  good  time  here  comes  the  Tweating 

lord. 
Prince.  Welcome,  my  lord  j  what,  will  our  mother 


come  r 


Haft.  On  what  occafion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  Queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York^ 
Have  taken  Sandluary  ;  the  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  Grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  with-held. 

Buck.  Fie,  what  an  indiredl  and  peeviih  courfe 
U  this  of  hers  ?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 
Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  Ysrk 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  prefently  ? 
If  Ihe  deny,  lord  Hafiings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Arch.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  Duke  of  Yorky 
Anon  expedl  him  here  ;  but  if  (he  be 
Obdurate  to  entreaties,  God  forbid, 
We  fhould  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  Sanduary !  not  for  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fm. 

Buck.  You  are  too  fenfelefs-obltinate,  my  Lord  1 

*  To». 
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*  Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional; 

3  Weigh  it  but  with  the  Greennefs  of  his  age. 

You  break  not  Sandluary,  in  feizing  him  ; 

The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 

To  thofe,  vvhofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  place  ; 

And  thofe,  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place  ; 

This  Prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it; 

Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it ; 

Then  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there. 

You  break  no  Privilege  nor  Charter  there : 

Oft  have  I  heard  of  Sanftuary-mcn, 

But  Sanftuary-children  ne'er  'till  now. 

Jrcb.  Myl  ord,  you  fhall  o'er-rule  my  mind  for  once. 
Com.e  on,  Lord  Ha/tings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

HaJ}.   I  go,  my  Lord,     [Exe.  Archbijh.  and  Haflings. 
Prince.   Good  Lords,  niake  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  you 
may. 
Say,  Uncle  Glo'Jfer,  if  our  Brother  come. 
Where  fhall  v,  e  fojourn  'till  our  Coronation  ? 

Glo.  Where  it  feems  befc  unto  your  royal  felf: 
If  I  may  counfel  you,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highneis  ihall  repofe  you  at  the  To^er : 
Then,  where  you  pleafe,  and  fhall  be  thought  mofl  fit 
For  your  bell  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tonjjer  of  any  place ;. 
Did  Julius  Ccsfar  build  that  pb.ce,  my  Lord  ? 

Buck.  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place^ 

2  Tea  ceremonious,  a«(f  traditional.]  Ceremoineui  for  fu|>erftitious  \ 
traditional  for  adherent  to  old  cuftorrs. 

3  Weigh  it  but  ivith  ike  GROiSNESs  cf  th13  age,']  But  the 
more  grcfs,  that  is,  the  more  fuperlitious  the  age  was,  the  ftronger 
■would  be  the  imputation  of  violated  fanftuary.  The  queilion,  \ve- 
fee  by  what  follows,  is  whether  fanftuary  could  be  claimed  by  an  in- 
fant. The  fpeaker  refolves  it  m  the  negative,  becaufe  it  could  be 
claimed  by  thofe  only  whofe  aflione  neceffitated  them  to  fly  thither  ;. 
cr  by  thofe  who  had  an  underrtanding  to  demand  it  j  neither  of  which 
tould  be  an  infant's  cafe  :  It  is  plain  then,  the  firft  line,  which  intro- 
duces this  reafojiing,  fhould  be  read  thus, 

TVtigh  it  but^itb  ri^^  greenness  of  his  agti . 
?•  e.  the  young  Duke  of  YorW,  whom  his  mother  had  fled  with  to 
fanduary.     The  corrupted  reading  of  the  old  quarto  is  fomcthing 
jaearer  the  true. 

>..  ■  — ■■■m  the  greatnefs  of  his  age^ 

Whiclv 


Ki;ig  Richard  III.  i}f 

Which,  fmce,  fucceeding  ages  have  re-edify'd. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  elfe  reported 
Succeflively,  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it  F 

Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  regifter^d, 
Methinks,  the  truth  fliould  live  from  age  to  age, 
4  As  'twere  intail'd  to  all  Poflerity ; 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Gio.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay,  do  ne'er  live  long. 

Prince.  What  fay  you.  Uncle  ? 

Gk.   I  fay,  without  characters  Fame  lives  long. 
s  Thus,  like  the  formal-wife  Antiquity      ?  j^, 
I  moralize :  Two  meanings  in  one  word.  3 

Princt, 


4  A$  ""fwere  r  e  t  a  i  l*d  to  all  Pojierity  ;]  And  fo  it  is  :  And,  by 
that  means,  like  moft  other  retail' d  things,  became  adulterated.  We 
ihould  read, 

intail'd  to  all  Pojicrity  ; 

■which  is  fin«ly  and  fenfibly  exprelTed,  as  if  truth  was  the  natural  in- 
heritance of  our  children  j  which  it  is  impiety  to  deprive  them  of. 

c,   I'hui  like  the  formal  vicE,  iniquity, 

/  moralize  tivo  meanings  in  one  ivord,'\  That  the  buffoon,  or 
jefter  of  the  old  Englijh  farces,  was  railed  the  Vice,  is  certain : 
and  thar,  in  their  moral  repreientations,  it  was  common  to  bring  in 
the  de?.dly  fins,  is  as  true.  Of  thefe  we  have  yet  feveral  remains. 
But  that  the  Vice  ufed  to  aiTume  the  perfonagcs  of  thefe  fins,  is  a 
fancy  of  Mr.  Theobald'' s ,  who  knew  nothing  of  the  matter.  The. 
truth  is,  the  Vice  was  always  a  fool  or  jefter:  And,  (as  the  Woman, 
in  the  Merchant  of  Venice,  calls  the  Clown,  alluding  to  this  charac- 
.ter,)  a  merry  detil.  Whereas  thefe  mortal  fins  were  (o  many  fad, 
.ierious  ones.  But  what  mified  rur  editor  was  the  name  Iniquity., 
^iven  to  this  Vice :  But  it  was  only  on  account  of  his  unhappy  tricks 
:2nd  rc^ucries.  That  it  was  given  to  him,  and  for  the  reafon  I 
mention,  appesrs  from  the  following  pallage  oi  Johnjon's  Staple  of 
I\^eivs,   fecond  intermeane. 

M.  Hoiu  like  you  the  Vice  i' the  play? 

T.  Hei-e  is  never  a  fend  to  carry  him  away,  Befdes  he  has  never 
a  %vcoden  dagger, 

M.  That  ivas  the  old  tv-xj,  GoJJip,  •when  Iniquity  came  in  liks  Ho- 
(as  Pocas,  in  a  Jugler's  Jerkin,  ivithfalje  skirts  like  the  Knanje  uf 
Clubs. 

And  in  The  Devil's  an  Afs,  we  fee  this  old  Vice,   Iniquity,  defcribed 
more  at  large. 

From  all  this,  it  may  be  gather'd,  that  the  text,  where  Richard 
compares  hinifelf  to  i\\.t  forma!  Vice  Iniquity,  rnuft  be  corrupt  :  And 
t.he  .interpolation  of  fome  foolifh  player.     The  Vice  or  Iniquity  being 

noS> 
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Prince.  That  Julius  Cafar  was  a  famous  man  ; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  fet  down  to  make  his  valour  live: 
Death  makes  no  conqaeft  of  this  conqueror  ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life. 
1*11  tell  you  what,  my  coulin  Buckingham, 

Buck.   What,  my  gracious  Lord  ? 

Prince.  An  if  1  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  foldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  King. 

Gh.  Short  fummer  I'ghtly  has  a  forward  fpring. 

Enter  York,  Haftings,  and  Archhijhop, 

Buck,  Now  in  good  time  here  comes  the  Duke  of 

Tork. 
Prince.    Richard    of  York,   how   fares    our    noble 

brother  ? 


not  z.  formal^  but  a  merry,  buffoon  chtra£^?r.  Befides,  Sbakefpcar 
could  never  make  an  exaft  fpe'.Ver  refer  to  this  charaaer,  becaufe  the 
fubjeft  he  if  upon  is  Traiiiticfiimd  Avtiquity,  vMch  have  no  relation 
to  it  J  and  becaufe  't  ^pp--ars  from  the  turn  of  the  Paflage,  that  he  is 
apologizing  for  his  equivor.  tion  by  a  reptitabL'  rra:lice.  To  keep 
the  reader  no  longer  in  fu*pence  my  conie<fl:ure  is,  that  Shakefpcar 
wrote  and  pointed  the  lines  in  tfus  manner, 

Tiiwi  like  the  roRMAL-wisE  Antiquity 
I  moralize :   Tivo  meanings  in  one  ivor^. 
Alluding  to  the  Mythologic  learning  of  the  antients,  of    whoih  they 
are  all  here  fpeaking.     So  that  Richard's  ironical  apology  is  to  this 
«fFe6V,   You  men  of  morals  who  fo  much   extol  vour  ailwije  anti- 
quity, in  what  am  I  inferior  to  it  ?  which  was  but  an  equivccator  as 
J  am.     And  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  Greeks  thtmidves  called  their 
remote  antiquity,  A/VoiUyQo^  ^^  the  equi-z'ocator.     So  far  as  to  the 
general  fenfe  ;  as  to  that  which  arifes  particularly  out  of  the  correfted 
expreflion,  I  /hall  only  obfer-ve,  thit  fermal-ivife  is  a  compound  epi- 
thet, an  extreme  fine  one,  and  admirably  fitted  to  the  chara6ler  of 
<he  fpeaker,  who  thought  all  ivifdcm  hwt  formality.     It  muft  there- 
fore be  read  for  the  future  with  a  hyphen.     My  other  obfcrvation  is. 
with  regard  to  the  pointing  5  the  common  reading, 

I  moraUxe  tivo  meanings 
is  nonfenfe :  but  reformed  in  this  manner,  very  fenfible, 
Thus  like  the  formal-iuije  Antiquity 
J  moralize :   Tiva  meanings  in  one  ivord. 
i.  e.  I  moralize  as  the  antients  did.     And  how  was  that  ?  the  having 
two  meanings  to  one  word.     A  ridicule  on  the  morality  of  the  an- 
tients, which  he  iofinuates  was  no  better  thao  equivocating, 

TorL 
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Tori.  Well,  my  dread  Lord,  fo  muft  I  call  you  now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother,  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours  ; 
^  Too  late  he  dy'd  that  might  have  kept  that  title. 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loll  much  Majefly. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  Coufm,  noble  Lord  o^Tork? 

Tork.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Uncle.     O  my  Lord,| 
You  faid,  that  idle  weeds  are  fall  in  growth  : 
The  Prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 

Tork.  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

Glo.  Oh,  my  fair  Coufin,  I  muft  not  fay  (o. 

Tork.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign, 
But  you  have  pow'r  in  me,  as  in  a  kinfman. 

7^ork,  I  pray  you.  Uncle,  give  me  this  your  dagger. 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  coufm  ?  with  all  my  heart. 
.    Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 

^Irk.  Of  my  kind  Uncle,  that  I  know  will  gives 
And  being  a  toy,  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Glo.  A  greater  gift  rhan  that  ril  give  my  coufinw 

Tork.  A  greater  gift  ?  O,  that's  the  fword  to  it. 

Glo.  Ay,  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 

Tork.  O,  then  I  fee,  you'll  part  but  with  light  gifts ; 
In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar  nay. 

Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 

Tork.   7  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 

Glo.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  Lord  ? 

Tork.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call  me. 

Glo.  How? 

Tork.  Little. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  Tork  will  ftill  be  crofs  in  talk  5 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

6  Too  late  he  died — ]  /.  e.  too  lately,   the  lofs  is  too  frefii  ia. 

our  raemory.  But  tht  Oxford  Editor  not  underftanding  this  phrafe* 
ology,  to  clear  thePtlnic  of  all  imputation  of  impiety,  makes  him 
fay,' 

Toofc'^n  hrdied— — —— — . 

7  I'wehh  iti]gbrh.  a'cj  i.e.  i  ihouW  ftil^cfteemit  bat  a  trifling 
gift  wc-re  it  hta/icr.  "^  But  the  Oxford  Eaitor  cannot  kar  the  Deke 
fliould  equivocal :-,  :^Jid  :  o  reads, 

rdivei^Jj  it  li^ftlyt 
L  c,  I  could  iM&Jiage  it  tho'  it  were  heavier* 

nrk. 
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Tork.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  mc : 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me  : 
Becauie  that  I  am  little  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks,  that  you  fhould  bear  me  on  your  fhoulders. 

Buck.  With  what  a  fharp-provided  wit  he  reafons ! 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  [Jncle,j 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf  j 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful, 

do.  My  Lord,  will't  pleafe  you  pafs  along  ? 
Myfelf,  and  my  good  coufm  BuckinghaTn 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  ^onjjer,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  To^jer,  my  Lord* 

Prince.  My  Lord  Protedlor  needs  will  have  it  fo. 

York.  I  {hall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  the  To<voer. 

Glo.  Why,  what  fhould  yoa  fear  ? 

York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence''  angry  ghoft  : 
My  Grandam  told  me,  he  was  murther'd  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  Uncles  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prinde.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  die  Toiver. 

\_Exeunt  Prince,  York,  Haftings  and  Dor (tt, 

SCENE    IL 

Manent  Gloucefter,  Buckingham  and  Catelby. 

Buck,  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  York 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  uibtle  mother. 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprobriouHy  ? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt :  oh,  'tis  a  perilous  boy. 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable ; 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  reft,  come,  Catejhy,  thou  art 
fworn 
As  deeply  to  efFeft  what  we  intend. 
As  clofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart : 
Thou  know'ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way  : 
What  think'ft  thou  ?  is  ic  not  an  eafy  matter 
To  make  Lord  William  Hajiifigs  of  our  mind. 

For 
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For  the  inftalment  of  this  noble  Duke 
In  the  feat  royal  of  this  famous  Ifle  ? 

Catef.  He  for  his  father's  fake  fo  loves  the  Prince, 
That  he  wiil  not  be  won  to  aught  againft  him. 

Buck.  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley  F  will  not 

he? 
Catef.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth. 
Buck.  Well  then,   no  more  than  this:   go,  gentle 
Catejby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  off,  found  thou  Lord  HaJUngSy 
How  he  doth  Hand  affedled  to  our  purpofe ; 
And  fummon  him  to  morrow  to  the  Tcw^r, 
To  fit  about  the  Coronation. 
If  thou  doil  find  him  tradable  to  us. 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  fo  too ;  and  fo  break  off  the  talk. 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclina:ton: 
For  we  to  morrow  hold  divided  councils. 
Wherein  thyfelf  ihalt  highly  be  employ'd. 
Glo,  Commend  me    to    Lord  William  i    tell    him> 
Catejly, 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adverfaries 
To  morrow  are  let  blood  at  Bomfret-zzSCit ; 
And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news. 
Give  miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  kifs  the  more. 

Buck.  Good  Catejly,  go,  effeftthis  bufm^fs  foundly. 
Catef.  My  good  Lord  >  both,  witn  all  the  heed  I  can. 
Glo.  Shall  we  hear  ^-om  >  ou,  Catefby^  ere  we  fleep  ? 
Catef  You  Ihall,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  At  Cro^^j -place,  there  you  fliall  find  us  both. 

[Exit  Cat. 
Buck.  My  Lord,  what  fhall  we  do,  if  we  perceive. 
Lord  Hafiifigs  will  not  yield  to  our  complots  ? 

Glo    Chop  off  his  head,  man  j  fonsewhat  we  will  do ; 
And  look,  when  lam  King,  claim  tliou  of  me 
The  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  ihe  moveables 
Whereof  the  King,  my  brother,  flood  poffeft. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  l.l  your  Grace's  hand, 
Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindnefs. 

Come, 
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Come,  let  us  fup  betimes  ;  that  afterwards. 

We  may  digeilour  complots  in  foine  form,       [Exeunt . 

SCENE     III. 
Before  Lord  Haflings'j  Houfe. 

Enter  a  Mejfejtger  to  the  door  ^Haftings. 

Mef.  TV /f  Y  Lord,  my  Lord, 

IVl  Haji.  [fwithin.'\  Who  knocks? 
Mef.   One  from  Lord  Stanley. 
HaJi,  What  is't  o'clock? 
Me/.   Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Enter  Lord  Hallings. 

HaJi.  Cannot  thy  mailer  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights  ? 

Mef.   So  it  appears,  by  what  I  have  to  fay  : 
Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  felf. 

Haf.  What  then? 

Mef  Then  certifies  your  Lordfliip,  that  this  night 
He  dreamt,  the  Boar  had  rafed  off  his  helm: 
Befides,  he  fays,  there  are  two  Councils  held  ; 
And  That  may  be  determin'd  at  the  one. 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th'  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  Lordfhip's  pleafure. 
If  you  will  prefently  take  horfe  with  him. 
And  with  all  fpeed  pofl  with  him  tow'rds  the  north  ;. 
To  fhun  the  danger  that  his  foul  divines. 

HaJi.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  Loid, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  Councils : 
His  honour,  and  myfelf,  are  at  the  one  ; 
And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  friend  Catefhy ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed,  tiiat  toucheth  us. 
Whereof  I  ihall  not  have  intelligence  : 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  fhallow,  v/anting  inllance  j 
And  for  his  dreams,  I  wonder,  he's  fo  fond 
To  trull  rhc  mock'ry  of  unquiei  llumbers. 
To  H/  the  boar,  before  the  boar  purfues, 
Were  to  jx  Cf.nfe  the  boar  to  fdlov    us ; 
And  make  puri'uit,  wiiere  he  did  mean  no  chafe. 

Go, 
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Co,  bid  thy  mafter  rife  and  come  to  me. 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Ton.ver, 
Where,  he  fhall  fee,  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 
Mef.  I'll  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Cate/by. 
Catef.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  Lord  ! 
Haji.   Good  morrow,  Catejhy,  you  are  early  ftirring : 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tott'ring  State  ? 

Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  Lord  ; 
And,  I  believe,  will  never  ftand  upright, 
'Till  Richard  Vftz-T  the  garland  of  the  realm. 

HaJi,  How !  wear  the  garland  ?  doil  thou  mean  the 

crown  ? 
Catef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord, 
-  HaJi.  I'll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my 
fhoulders. 
Before  Flhfee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplac'd. 
But  canft  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it? 

Catef  Ay,  on  my  life  ,•  and  hopes  to  find  you  for- 
ward 
Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news. 
That  this  fame  very  day  your  enemies. 
The  kindred  of  the  Queen,  muft  die  at  Pomfret. 
HaJi.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  new$, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  adverfaries ; 
BuL  that  I'll  give  my  voice  on  Richards  fide. 
To  bar  my  mailer's  heirs  in  true  defcent, 
God  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Catef  God   keep  your   Lordfhip  in  that   gracious 

•  riiind  ! 
Baji.    But    I   fhall  laugh   at   this  a  twelve-month 
hence. 
That  they,  who  brought  me  in  my  mafler's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Cateshy,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
IM  fend  fome  packing  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Catef  'Tisa  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  men  are  unprcpar'd  and  look  not  tor  it. 
Haft.  O  monfircus,  monitrous!  and  fo  falls  i:  out 
Vol.  V".  M  With 
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With  Ri'vers,  Vaughany  Gray  ;  and  fo  'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elfe,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafe 
As  thou  and-I ;  who,  as  thou  know'ft,  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingham. 

Catef.  The   Princes   both   make   high  account   of 
you 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  [AJide. 

Haji.  I  know,  they  do ;  and  I  have  well  deferv^d  it. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-fpear,  man  f 
Fear  yon  the  boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided  ? 

Stan.  My  Lord,  good  morrow ;  and,  good  morrow, 
Catesby ; 
You  may  jeil  on,  but,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  Councils,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  jou  do 
yours. 
And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft. 
Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now  ; 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  ftate  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am? 

Stan.  The  Lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  from 
London, 
Were  jocund,  and  fupposM,  their  ftates  were  fare  5 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft ; 
But  yet,  you  fee,  how  foon  the  day  o'er-caft. 
This  fudden  ftab  of  rancor  I  raifdoubt  j 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward  f  ^ 
What,  Ihallv/e  towVd  the  Tower?  the  day  is  fpent. 
Hafi.  Come,  come,  have  with  you :    wot  ye  what, 
my  Lord  ? 
Today  the  Lords,  you  talk  of,  are  beheaded. 

Stan.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  their 
heads,  ,    .    t 

Than  fome,  that  have  accus'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  away. 

Enter  a  Purfui'vant. 
Haft.  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 
lExsmt  LordStSiTilty  anJ  Catefby. 
Sirrah, 
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Sirrahj  how  now  >  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 

Purf.  The  better,  that  your  Lord  hip  pleafe  to  afk* 

Haft.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  becter  A^ith  me  now. 
Than  when  thou  m^t'll  me  lall  where  now  we  meet  i 
Then  I  was  going  priibner  to  the  To-^uery 
By  the  fuggelHon  of  the  Q;jcen's  allies. 
But  now  1  tell  thee,  (keep  it  to  thyself,) 
This  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  to  death  ; 
And  I  in  better  Hate,  than  e'er  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  Honour*s  good  content ! 

Haft,  Gramercy,  fellow  j  there,  drink  that  for  me.^ 

\ThronJcs  him  his  purfe. 

Purf.  I  thank  your  Honour.  [^Exit  Purfulvant. 

Enter  a  Prteft, 

Prieft.  Well  met,   my  Lord,  I'm  glad  to  fee  your 

Honour. 
Haft.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart  j 
Tm  in  your  debt  for  your  laft  exercife  : 
Come  the  next  fabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

\He  'whifperS'. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Ptick.  What,  talking  with  a  Prieft,    Lord  Chamber- 
lain ? 
Your  friends  at  Pomfret  they  do  need  a  Prieft, 
Your  Honour  hath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man. 
The  men,  you  talk  of,  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  tow'rd  the  Ttnver  P 

Puck.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  fnall  not  ftay : 
I  Ihall  return  before  your  Lordihip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  ftay  dinner  there. 

Buck.  And  fupper  too,  altho*  thou  know' ft  it  not. 

IJjUe. 

Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft,  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordftiip.  {Exewit 

M  2  SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  Pomfret-C^/?. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  nvith  halberds,  carrying  Lord 
Rivers,  Z*r</ Richard  Gray,  ^«<!^  ^/>  Thomas  Vaugh- 
an  to  Death. 

Rat.  A^OME,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

V_^     Ri'u.  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  let  me  tell  thee 
this, 
To  day  fhalt  thou  behold  a  fubjeft  die 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Gray.  God   keep  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of 
you, 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-fuckers. 

Faugh.  You  live,  that  fliall  cry  woe  for  this  here- 
after. 

Rat.  Difpatch  j  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Riv.  O  Pom/ret,  Pomfret !   O  thou  bloody  prifon. 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  Peers  ! 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  Second,  here,  was  hack'd  to  death  : 
And,  for  more  flander  to  thy  difmal  feat. 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  blood  to  drink. 

Gray.  Now  Margrei^  curfe  is  fall'n  upon  our  heads. 
When  fhe  exclaimed  on  Hajlings,  you,  and  I, 
For  (landing  by  when  Richard  ftab'd  her  fon. 

Rro.  Then  cursM  fhe  Richardf  curs'd  fhe  Bucking- 
hatn. 
Then  curs'd  fhe  Hajiings.     O  remember,  God ! 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us : 
As  for  my  fifter  and  her  princely  fons. 
Be  fatisfy'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  blood : 
Which,  as  thou  know'fl,  unjuilly  muft  be  fpilt. 

Rat.  Make  hafte,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expirM. 

Ri'v.  Come,  Gray ;  come,    Vaughan  j  let  us  all  em- 
brace ; 
Farewel,  vintil  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE     V. 

!r>&^    TOWER. 

Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haflings,  Bijhop  of  Ely,  Catefby, 
Lovel,  toith  others,   at  a  table. 

//^y?."V  Tow,  noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 

J_%|    Is  to  determine  of  the  coronation  ! 
In  God's  name  fpeak,  when  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 

StanL  They  are,  and  want  but  nomination. 

Ely  ■  To  morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck.   Who  knows  the  Lord  Protector's  mind  herein  ? 
Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  noble  Duke  ? 

Ely.  Your  Grace,  we  think,  ihould  fooneft  know  his 
mind. 

Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces ;  for  our  hearts. 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  tharv  I  of  yours ; 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine  : 
Lord  Hajiings^  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haji.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know,  he  loves  me  well  % 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  Coronation, 
I  have  not  founded  him  ;  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein  j 
But  you,  my  noble  Lord,  may  name  the  time. 
And  in  the  Duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice. 
Which,  I  prefume,. he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 
Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfelf, 
Glo.  My  noble  Lords  and  Coufms  all,  good  morrow  i 

I  liave  been  long  a  fleeper;  but,  I  truft. 

My  abfcnce  doth  negled  no  great  defign ; 

Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 
Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  Lord, 

William  Lord  Hajiings  had  pronounc'd  your  part ; 

I  mean,  your  voice  for  crowning  of  the  King. 

,    Gh.  Than  my  hor AHaJiings  no  man  might  be  bolder^ 

His  Lordfhip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 

My  Lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  laft  in  Holbourn, 

M  3  I  tew 
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I  Taw  good  ftrawberries  in  your  garden  there} 
I  do  befeechyou,  fend  for  fome  of  them. 

Ely.  Marry,  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

[Exit  Ely. 

Gh.  Coufm  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
Cateshy  hath  founded  Bajiings  in  our  bulinefs, 
^nd  finds  the  tefty  gentleman  fo  hot. 
That  he  will  lofe  his  head,  ere  give  Confent, 
His  Mailer's  Son,  as  worfhipfully  he  terms  it. 
Shall  lofe  the  Royalty  of  England^  Throne. 

Buck.  Withdraw  yourfelf  a  while,  1*11  go  with  you. 
[Exfunf  Glo.  and  Buck. 

Stan.  We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  Triumphs 
To  irorrovy,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fuddeni 
For  I  myfelf  am  not  fo  we;l  provided. 
As  elfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolonged. 

Re-enter  Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  lord  the  Duke  oiGloucefter  f 
I  have  fent  for  thefe  fkaw berries. 

Haji.  His  Grace  looks  chearfullv  and  fmooth  thit 
morning ; 
There's  feme  conceit,  or  other,  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  good  morrow  v,  itli  fuch  fpirit. 
*  I  think,  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chri^endom 
1  ^  .!  .-J..  u,-„  i^,-«    r^r  hate,  than  he  ; 

VAU  iCIICl    litvtv  wxu    *^,  .  «., .    - 

For  by  his  face  flrait  {hall  you  know  his  heart.' 
Stan.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face. 

By  any  likelihood  he  Ihew'd  to  day  ? 

Baji.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended : 

for  were  he,  he  had  Ihewn  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  Gloucefler  and  Buckingham. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  defervc. 
That  do  confpire  my  death  with  devililh  plots 
Of  damned  Witchcraft  j  and  that  have  prevailed 

8  I  think,  thtre' s  ne\r  a  man ,  Sic.l  This  charaftcr  is  what  £»»/»* 
ghes  of  himfelf,  and  in  the  fame  words,  Eo  tgo  ingen'io  f.atusfum, 
emUitlam  atque  immicitiam  in  frontem  promptatn  gero,  Af.  ^'on.  i» 
Inmic.  But  this  is  ro  imitation;  For  the  thought,  v,hlch  is  a 
^oiTimoq  Ofte^  couid  hardJjr  Ijs  txnrciTed  other'vriie. 

Upon 
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Upon  my  body  with  their  hellifn  Charms, 

Haft,   The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  lord,  • 
Makes  me  moll  forward  in  this  Princely  prcfence. 
To  doom  th*  offenders,  whofoe'er  they  be  : 
I  fay,  my  lord,  tiiey  have  deferved  death. 

Glo.   Then  be  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil ; 
Look,  how  I  am  bewitch'd;  behold,  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  blafted  Sapling,  witherM  up : 
And  this  is  Ed-tvaycTs  v/ife,  that  monfirous  witch, 
Conforted  with  that  harlot,  ftrampet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  h  ve  marked  me. 

Haft.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  lord— . 

Glo.  If  ?  thou  Protestor  of  this  damned  ftrumper, 

Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  Irs  ?  thou  art  a  traitor • 

Oif  with  his  head     -    now,  by  St.  Paul  I  fwear, 
I  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame, 
LtyvelzxiACatesby,  -      look,  that  it  be  done  : 
The  reii,  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.        [Exeunt* 

Manent  Lovel  and  Catefby,  ijoith  the  lord  Haftlngs. 

Baft.  Wre,  woe,  for  England,  not  a  whit  for  me ! 
For  T,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this : 
Stanley  did  dream,  the  boar  did  rafe  our  helms ; 
Bjt  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  fly  : 
Three  times  to  day  my  foot-cloth  horfe  did  llumbley 
And  ftarted  when  he  look'd  upon  the  'To'wery 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
O,  now  I  need  the  prieft  that  fpake  to  me  i 

Inowr^j^StC?,  M  told  tncrur»usv«i.»y  , 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies  ' 
To  day  at  Pom/ret  bloodily  were  batcher'd. 
Arid  I  myfelf  fecure  in  grace  and  favour. 
Oh,  Mar g  ret,  Margret,  now  thy  heavy  Curfe 
Is  lighted  on  ipooT  Haftings^  wretched  head. 

Gate/.  Come,  come,  difpatch ;  the  Duke  would  be 
at  dinner. 
Make  a  Ihort  ftirift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

Haft.  O  momentary  Grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  Grace  of  God  I 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failor  on  a  mafl^ 

M  4  Ready 
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Ready  with  every  Nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  'tis  bootlefs  to  exclaim; 

HaJ}.  0,h\ooAy  Richard  !  m\kr:ih\t  England  ! 
I  prophefie  the  fearfurft  time  to  thee, 
That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  look'd  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head  : 
They  fmiie  at  Me,  who  Ihortly  Ihall  be  dead.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 
Changes  to  the  Tov/er-^iuaZ/j. 

Enter  Glouceller  ^3«^  Buckingham  in  rufly  armour, 
mar'vellous  ill-faa}our'' d, 

GIo.f^OME,  Coafm,  canft  thou  quake  and  change 

V.^  thy  colour, 

Murther  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word. 
And  then  again  begin,  and  flop  again. 
As  if  thou  wert  diilraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  Tragediafl, 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide  ; 
Tremble  and  Hart  at  wagging  of  a  ftraw, 
intendiag  deep  fufpicion  :  ghaftly  looks 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  fmiles  ; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices. 
At  any  time  to  grace  my  ftratagems. 

Gio.  Here  comes  the  Mayor. 

Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him.  Lord  Mayor,— 
Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  attended, 

Qlo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 

Buck.  Hark,  a  drum  ! 

iilo.  Cateshy,  overlook  tlie  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent— — 

Glo.  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  and  guard  us  \ 
Enter  Lovel  and  Catelby  ^ith  HaftingsV  head. 

Gh.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends ;  Catesby  a.nd- Lo'vel* 

Lov.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor. 
The  dr^ngerous  and  unfufpefted  Hajfings. 

Clo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  I  mull  weep : 

I  took 
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I  took  him  for  the  plaineft,  harmlefs  creature. 
That  breath'd  upon  the  earth  a  chriftian  : 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 
The  hiftory  ofall  her  fecret  thoughts; 
So  fmooth  he  daub'dhis  vice  withfliew  of  virtue. 
That  (his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, 
I  mean,  his  converfation  with  Shore's  wife) 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  Sufpedl. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'ft  ihelter*d  trai- 
tor.—-..- 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 
(Were't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it)  that  the  fubtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted,  in  the  Council-houfe, 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  lord  of  G/(?]/?^r. 

Mayor.  What  ?  had  he  fo  r 

Glo.  What !  think  you,,  we  are  Turks  or  Infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  law. 
Proceed  thus  raihly  to  the  villain's  death ; 
Bat  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  cafe. 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  Perfon^s  fafety. 
Enforced  us  to  this  execution  ? 

Mayor.  Now,  fair  befall  you !  he  deferv^d  his  death  ; 
And  your  good  Graces  both  i^ave  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  falfe  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miftrefs  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  had  not  we  determined  he  fhould  die. 
Until  your  lordfhip  came  to  fee  his  end ; 
Which  now  the  loving  hatte  of  thefe  our  friends. 
Something  againft  our  meaning,  hath  prevented  ; 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpeak ;  and  tim'rouHy  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  treafons : 
That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  Citizens,  who,  haply,  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mayor.  But,  my  good  lord,  your  Grace's  word  {hal  I 
ferve. 
As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  heard  him  fpeak  : 
Afld  do  not  dt ubt,  right-noble  Princes  both, 

M  5  Bi> 
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But  ril  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens, 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Glo,  And  to  that  end  we  wifhM  your  lordfliip  here, 
T'avoid  the  cenfures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck.  But  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent. 
Yet  witnefs,  what,  you  hear,  we  did  intend  : 
And  fo,  my  good  lord  Mayor,  we  bid  farewel. 

[^Exif  Mayor, 

Glo.  Go  after,  after,  Coufin  Buckingham. 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild-Hall  hies  him  in  all  poft  ; 
There,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time. 
Infer  the  baf^ardy  of  Ednxard'^  children  ; 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  Citizen, 
Only  for  faying,  he  would  make  his  fon 
Heir  to  the  Crown  ;  meaning,  indeed,  his  houfe^ 
Which  by  the  fign  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury, 
And  bellial  appetite  in  change  of  lull. 
Which  ilretch'd  unto  their  fervants,  daughters,  wives, 
Ev'n  where  his  ranging  eye,  or  favage  heart. 
Without  controul,  lulled  to  make  a  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  perfon  : 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  Mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  infatiate  Ed'ward,  noble  York 
My  Princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France  \ 
And,  by  juft  computation  of  the  time. 
Found  that  the  Iflue  was  not  his  begot: 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments. 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  Duke,  my  father : 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  oft, 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  you  know,  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  I'll  play  the  orator 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead. 
Were  for  myfelf ;  and  fo,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Gk.  If  you  thrive  well,    bring  them  to  Baynard% 
Caft!e, 
Where  you  (hall  find  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  fathers  and  well-learned  bilhops. 
Buck    I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  o'clock 
liook  for  the  news  that  the  Guild-Hall  affords. 

[£;f;>Buck. 
Glo. 
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G!o.  Go,  Lonely  with  all  fpeed  to  Doftor  Shaw, 
Go  thou  to  Fryar  Peuker ;  bid  them  both 
Meet  me  within  this  Hour  at  Baynard*s  Caftlc. 

\^Exetmt  Lov.  and  Catef.  fever  ally. 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight ; 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  fort  of  perfon 
Have>  any  time,  rccourfe  unto  the  Princes.  \Exiu 

Enter  a  Scrivener, 

Scriv.   Here  is  th'  Indidment  of  the  good    lord 

HaftingSy 
Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd ; 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o'er  in  Pauls. 
And,  mark,  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together  ; 
Eleven  hours  I've  fpent  to  write  it  over. 
For  yellernight  by  Cateiby  was  it  fent  me  : 
The  precedent  v/as  full  as  long  a  doing. 
And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haftings  liv'd 
Untainted,  unexamined,  free  at  liberty. 

Here's  a  good  world  the  while  ; ^-who  is  fo  grofs. 

That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device  ? 

Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fays,  he  fees  it  not  ? 

Bad  is  the  world  ;  and  all  will  come  to  nought. 

When  fuch  ill  dealings  muft  be  feen  in  thought.    {Exits 

SCENE    VII. 
Changes  to  Baynard';  Cajile, 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  at  feveral  doors, 

G/o.TTOW  now,  how  now,  what  fay  the  citizens  ? 

JTjI.     Buck.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  ourLord, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Glo  TouchM  you  the  baftardy  of  Edvjard*s  children  ? 

Buck.  I  did,  vith  his  Contract  with  lady  Lucy, 
And  his  Contrad  by  Deputy  in  France  j 
Th'  unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defires. 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city-wives; 
His  tyranny  for  trlfleo^  his  own  baftardy. 
As  being  ^ot^,  your  father  tlien  in  France, 

And 
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And  his  refemblance,  being  not  like  the  Duke* 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  vidories  in  Scotland ; 
Your  difcipline  in  war,  wifdom  in  peace. 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility  : 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpofe 
Untouch'd,  or  {lightly  handled  in  difcourfe. 
And  when  my  Oratory  grew  tow'rd  end, 
I  bid  them,  that  did  love  their  Country's  Good, 
Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  En^land'%  royal  King ! 

GIq.  And  did  they  fo  ? 

Buck.   No,  fo  God  h§lp  me,  they  fpake  not  a  word  ; 
But  like  dumb  flatue?,  or  unbreathing^  Hones, 
Star'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale : 
Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them  ; 
And  aili'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence  ? 
His  Anfwer  was,  the  People  were  not  uled 
To  be  fpoke  to,  except  by  the  Recorder. 
Then  he  was  urgM  to  tell  my  Tale  again : 
Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferred,. 
Bat  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  had  done,  fome  followers  of  mine  own. 
At  lower  end  o'th'  Hall,  hurPd  up  their  caps. 
And  fome  ten  voices  cry'd,  God  fave  king  Richard* 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few : 
Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  applaufe  and  chearful  fhout 
Argues  your  wifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard, 
And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 

Glo.  What  tonguelefs  blocks  were  they,  would  they 
not  fpeak  ? 
Will  not  the  Mayer  then  and  his  brethren  come  ? 

Buck..  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand  i  intend  fome  fear  5 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit ; 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand. 
And  ftand  between  two  Churchmen,  good  my  lord; 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  build  a  holy  defcant : 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requefts :  ■> 

Play  the  maid's  part,  ftill  anfwer  nay^  and  take  it. 

Glo^ 
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GIq.  I  go :  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them. 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee,  for  myfelf ; 
No  doubt,  well  brhig  it  to  a  happy  iflue.         {^Ex.  GlOi 

Buck.  Go,  go  up  to  the  leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor^  and  Citizens, 

Welcome,  my  lord,     I  dance  attendance  here  ^ 
1  think,  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal.  . 

Enter  Catefby. . 

Buck.  Catejhy,  what  fays  your  lord  to  my  requeft  ?  - 

Catef.   He  doth  intreat  your  Grace,  my  noble  lord^ 
To  vifit  him  to  morrow,  or  next  day  i. 
He  is  within,  with  two  right-reverend  fathers^ 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation  j 
And  in  no  worldly  fuits  would  he  be  mov*d. 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exerci.e. 

Buck.  Return^  good  Catejby,  to  the  gracious  Duke ; 
Tell  him,  rnyfelf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment. 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  gen'ral  Good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conf'rence  with  his  Grace. 

Catef.  I'll  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  ilrait.         \^Exiti, 

Buck,  Ah,  ah !    ray  lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an  Ed^ 
luard'. 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  love-bed. 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation  : 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  Curtezans^ 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines : 
Not  lleeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchfal  foul. 
Happy  were  England,  would  this  virtuous  I^rlnce 
Take  on  his  Grace  the  Sov'reignty  tliereof ; 
But,  fure,  I  fear,  we  fhall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor.  Marry,  God  fhield,  his  Grace  ihould  fay  us 
nay  f 

Buck.  I  fear,  he  will  j  here  Catefiy  comes  again. 

E  "  Enter  Catefl5y. 

Cete/hyt  what  fays  his  Grace  ? 
Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  eud  you  have  gJTembled 
•^  Such 
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Such  troops  of  Citizens  to  come  to  him. 
His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before  : 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 
Buck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  Coufm  fhould 
Sufped  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him : 
By  heav'n,  we  come  to  him  in  perfeft  love, 
And  fo  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  Grace. 

iExit  Catefby. 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence. 
So  fweet  is  zealous  Contemplation. 

SCENE  vm. 

JEnter  Gloucefter  abo^e,  betiveen  two  Btfrnps,     Cate/by 
returns. 

Mayor.  See,  where  his  Grace  ftands  'tween  two  Cler- 
gymen. 

Buck.  Two  props  of  Virtue,  for  a  Chriilian  Prince, 
To  ftay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity  : 
And  fee,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand. 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plant agenet !  mofi  gracious  Prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requells  j 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion  and  right-chriftian  zeal. 

Glo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology; 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
Who,  carneft  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
Deferr'd  the  vifitation  of  my  friends; 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  Ev'n  That,  I  hope,  which  pie  .feth  God  above. 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovernM  Jfle. 

Glo.  I  do  fufpeft,     have  done  fome  offence, 
That  feems  difgracious  in  the  City's  eye  ; 
And  that  you  come  ro  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  Vcu  have,   my  lord  :  would  it  might  pleafe 
youi:  Grace, 
On  our  er'i:reaties,  to  Pn.end  your  fault. 

Glo.  Ri'?  wherefoic  breathe  I  in  a  Cliriftlan  Land? 

luck,  jviicvv  tiicn^  ic  is  your  fault  Jhat  you  refign 

The 
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The  fupream  Seat,  the  Throne  majeftical,. 
The  fcepter'd  Office  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  Birth, 
The  lineal  Glory  of  your  royal  Houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemilh'd  Stock  : 
While  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  fleepy  thoughts. 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  Country's  Good, 
The  noble  Ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs  : 
Her  face  defac'd  with  fears  of  infamy. 
Her  royal  Stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants. 
And  almoft  fhoulderM  in  the  fwallowing  gulph. 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs,  and  deep  oblivion : 
Which  to  re  cure,  we  heartily  follicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  Charge 
And  kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land  : 
Not  as  Protestor,  Steward,  Subftitute, 
Or  lowly  Faclor  for  another's  gain  ; 
But  as  fucceflivelv  from  blood  to  blood. 
Your  Right  of  Birth,  your  Empery,  your  own- 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens, 
Your  very  worfliipful  and  loving  friends. 
And  by  their  vehement  inftigation, 
In  this  jull  fuit  come  I  to  move  yoar  Grace. 
G/ff.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filencc. 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Beft  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition. 
For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might,  haply,  think, 
Tongue-ty'd  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  y oak  of  Sov'reignty, 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me: 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours. 
So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me. 
Then,  on  the  other  fide,  I  check'd  my  friends > 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft. 
And  then,  in  (peaking,  not  incur  the  laft. 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks ;  but  my  defert, 
Unmeritable,  fhuns  your  high  rcqueil. 
Firft,  if  all  obftacles  were  cut  away, 
And  diat  my  path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth ; 
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Yet  To  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit, 

So  mighty  and  fo  many  my  defeds. 

That  I  wouM  rather  hide  me  from  my  Greatnefs^ 

Being  a  Bark  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea  ;  , 

Than  in  my  Greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid. 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  Glory  fmother'd. 

But,  God  be  thanked,  there  is  no  need  of  me. 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  Need : 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit. 

Which,  mellow'd  by  the  Itealing  hours  of  time. 

Will  welL  become  the  Seat  of  Majefty ; 

And  make  us,  doubtlefs,  happy  by  his  Reign. 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me. 

The  Right  and  Fortune  of  his  happy  ftars ; 

Which,  God  defend,  that  I  ihould  wring  from  him  ! 

Buck.  My  lord,  this  argues  confcience  in  your  Grace, 
But  the  refpe^^-s  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial. 
All  circumftances  well  confidered. 
You  fay,  that  Ed<ward  is  your  brother's  fon  ; 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Ed^juard's  wife  : 
For  firll:  was  he  contraft  to  lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  a  witnefs  to  that  Vow ; 
And  afterward  by  Subfli:ute  betroth'd 
To  Bofta,  filler  to  the  King  of  Fratice. 
Thefe  both  put  off,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
A  care-craz'd  mother  of  a  many  children, 
A  beauty-waining,  and  diftreffed  Widow, 
Ev'n  in  the  afternoon  of  her  bell  days. 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  v^anton  eye ; 
Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  bafe  declenfion  and  loath'd  bigamy. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 
This  Ed-ward f  whom  our  manners  call  the  Prince.  . 
More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate. 
Save  that,  for  reverence  of  fome  alive, 
I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  felf 
This  profferM  benefit  of  Dignity  : 
If  not  to  blefs  Us  and  the  Land  withal. 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  Ancellry 
Piom  the  corruption  of  abufmg  time, 

Unta 
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Unto  a  lineal,  true-derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Bo,  good  my  lord,  your  Citizens  intreat  youw 

Buck.  Refufe  not,  mighty  lord,  this  profFerM  love. 

Catef.  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit. 

Glo.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me  ? 
I  am  unfit  for  State  and  Majelly, 
I  do  befeech  you  take  it  not  amifs ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,  as,  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loth  to  depofe  the  Child,  your  brother's  fon,. 
(As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  heart. 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe. 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred. 
And  equally,  indeed,  to  all  eflates.) 
Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no. 
Your  brother's  fon  fhall  never  reign  our  King; 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  Throne, 
To  the  difgrace  and  downfall  of  your  Houfe : 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 
Come,  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  {^Exeunt., 

Catef.  Call  them  3 gain,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  fuit ; 
If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Glo,  Will  you  inforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Call  them  again ;  I  am  not  made  of  Hone, 

[Exit  Catefby; 
Bat  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties ; 
Albeit  againft  my  confcicncc  and  my  fouF. 

^^-^«/^^  Buckingham,  and  the  re^^ 

Coufin  of  Buckingham^  and  fage,  grave  men. 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whether  I  will  or  no,, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 
But  if  black  Scanda',  or  foul-fac'd  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  yourimpofition. 
Your  meer  enforcement  Ihall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  llains  thereof. 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee,. 
How  far  l  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace  I  we  fee  it,  and  will 
■fay  it. 

Glo. 
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Gla.  In  faying  fo,  you  fhall  but  fay  the  truth. 

Buck.  Then  1  falute  you  with  this  royal  Title, 
Long  live  King  Richard,  EnglantTi.  worthy  Kine'f 

ylll.  Amen.  ^        ^ 

^«f/f .  To  morrow  may  it  picafe  you  to  be  crown'd  > 

Glo.  Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  for  yoa  will  have  it  fo! 

Buck.  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 
And  fo  moil  joyfully  we  take  our  leave 

Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  Work  again. 
Farewel,  my  Coufm ;  farewel,  gentle  friends.     \I.xeunt, 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    I 

Before  the  Tower. 

Inter  the  ^een,  Dutche/s  of  York,  and  Marque fs  of 
Dorfet,  at  one  Door-,  Anne,  D^^.'fy^f/j  <?/Glouceiler,. 
leading  lady  Margaret  Plantagenst,  CIarence'/_>-(;«»£ 
Daughter^  at  the  other. 

l>»tch.  \T7^0  meets  us  here?  my  Niece  PAiff/«< 

Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Gh'/Ier? 
Now,  for  my  life  fhe's  vvandring  to  the  io-ivery 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  Princes. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Jnne   God  giveyour  GraCerbotli -^ 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  or  day- 

^ueen.  Sifter,  well  met  J  whither  away  fo  fail? 

Anne.  No  farther  than  the  Tofwer-,  and,  as  Iguefe,  - 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourfelves. 
To  gratulate  the  genlle  Princes  there. 

^een.  Kind  fiiier,  thanks ;  we'll  enter  all  together,- 

Enter  the  Lieutenant, 
And  in  good  time  here  the  Lieutenant  comes.  ^ 
Mailer  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  fon  of  Tork? 

Lieu.   Right  well,  dear  Madam ;  by  your  patience, 
JLmay  cot  fuiFer  you  to  vifit  them  -, 

The 
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The  King  hath  ftriaiy  charg'd  the  contrary. 

^een.  The  King  ?  who's  That  ? 

Lieu.   I  mean,  the  Lord  Protector, 

^teen.  The  Lord  proteahim  from  that  kingly  title ! 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  ? 
I  am  their  mother,  who  (hall  bar  me  from  them? 

Dutch.  I  am  their  father's  mother.     I  will  fee  them. 

Anne.  Their  aunt  1  am  in  law,  in  love  their  mother: 
Then  bring  me  to  their  fights.  Til  bear  thy  blame. 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee  on  my  peril. 

Lieu.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo : 
I'm  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

l^Exit  Lieu^ 

Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you.  Ladies,  one  hour  hence, 
And  I'll  fa'ute  your  Grace  of  Tork  as  mother 
And  rev'rcnd  Ud^QV  c  i  of  two  fair  Queens. 
Come,  li...  ^:.i,  yt    mn^  ftiait  to  Wefiminjlery 
There  to  be  c:  swiied  Rich  rd's  royal  Queen. 

^e(K.  ,..  .,  cut:  ^  lace  afunder. 
That  my  p^nt !  eart  may  have  fome  fcope.tobeat. 
Or  eli'e  I  fwoon  with  iMs  dead-killing  news ! 

^^..>r.  Defpi     .ful  tidings,  O  unpleafmg  news  ? 

Dor.  Be  of  good   chear :  Mother,  how  fares  your 
Gn'.ce ! 

^een.  O  Dorfet,  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  hence, 

X/Cctcxi  atiu  wciwuv.v*vii  wug  11122  at  thy  hCClS,  ''. 

Vhy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children. 
If  thou  wilt  out  "irip  death,  go  crofs  the  feas ; 
And  live  wich  Richmond y  from  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go,  hye  thee,  hye  thee  from  this  flaughter-houfe, 
\u^2i  thou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead ; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Marg'ret^s  curfe ; 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  counted  Queen. 

Stan.  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  counfel.  Madam  j 
Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  time  j 
You  Ihall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  fori 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  : 
Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Dutch*  O  lU-difperfing  wind  of  mifery! 
0  my  accurfed  womb,  the  bed  of  deatK! 

A  cockatrice 
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A  cockatrice  haft  thou  hatchM  to  the  world, 
Whofe  unavoided  eye  is  murtherous. 

Stan.   Come,  Madam,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  fent. 

Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go. 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  inclufive  verge 
Of  golden  metal,  that  miift  round  my  brow. 
Were  red-hoi  ftee',  to  fear  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom. 
And  die,  ere  men  can  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen  I 

^ueen.  Go,  go,  poor  foul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory ; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wilh  thyfelf  no  harm. 

jinne.   No  !  why  ?  -When  he,  that  is  my  huf- 

band  now,. 
Came  to  me,  as  I  followed  Henry's  coarfe  ; 
When  fcarce  the  blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  his  hands, 
Which  iflu'd  from  my  other  angel  hufband, 
And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd : 
O  when,  I  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face. 
This  was  my  wifli ;  *  Be  thou,  quoth  I,  accursed, 

*  For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  widow  ! 

*  And  when  thou  wed'ft,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  bed ; 

*  And  be  thy  wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad, 

*  More  miferable  by  the  life  of  thee, 

*  Than  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lord's  death  T 
Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curfe  again. 

Within  fofmall  a  time,  my  woman's  heart . 

Grofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words. 

And  prov'd  the  fubjeft  of  mine  own  foul's  curfe  : 

Which  ever  fmce  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  reft. 

For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 

Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep. 

But  with  histim'rous  dreams  was  ftill  awak'd.' 

Befides,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warnjoick ;  : 

And  will,  no  doubt,  fhortly  be  rid  of  me. 

^een.  Poor  heart,  adieu,  I  pity  thy  complaining. 

Anne.  No  more  than  with  my  foul  I  mourn  for  yours. 

Dor.  Farewel,  thou  woful  welcomer  of  glory  1 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it ! 

D.utch.  Go  thou  to  Ricbm^nd,  and  good  fortune  guide- 
the^i  ['^Porfet. 
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Go  thou  to  Hichardf  and  good  Angels  tend  thee  ? 

['^0  Anne. 
Go  thou  to  San<^uary,  good  thoughts  pofTefs  thee ! 

[To  the  ^eeni 
I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lye  with  me  ! 
Eighty  odd  years  of  forrow  have  I  feen. 
And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 
^een,  Stayj    yet   look  back,    with   me  unto  the 
Tonjoer, 
Pity,  you  ancient  ftones,  thofe  tender  babes. 
Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls ! 
Rough  cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones  ! 
Rude  ragged  nurfe !  old  fallen  play-fellow. 
For  tender  Princes ;  ufe  my  babies  well .' 
So  fooliih  forrow  bids  your  ftones  farewel.         [E^teunt. 

SCENE    II. 
Changes  to  the  Court. 

Plour'ijh  of  trumpets.     Enter  Gloucefter  as  Kingy  Buck- 
ingham, Catefby. 

iC.i?/<:;&.QTAND  all  apart Co\x^m  of  Bucking- 

C^  ham, 

Buck.  My  gracious  Sovereign  ! 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.     Thus  high,  by  thy  ad- 
vice. 
And  thy  afliilance,  is  King  Richard  feated  : 
But  Ihall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  Ihall  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

^uck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft ! 

K.  Rich.    '  Ah !  Buckingham,  now  do  I  ply  the  touch. 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold,  indeed : 
Young  Ed'voard  lives — think  now,  what  1  would  fpeak. 

1  Ah  I  Buckingham,  ncno  do  I  play  the  Touch,']  The  technical 
term  is  rcquifite  here.     The  poet  wrote, 

— notv  do  I  ply  the  touch. 

i.  e.  apply  the  touchjltne  :  for  that  is  meant  by  what  he  calls  tsucB* 
So,  again,  m  Timon  o{  Athens,  fpeaking  of  Gold,  he  fays: 

■- 0,  thou  touch  of  bearti  i 

i.  t,  thot!  trial,  touchftonc* 

Buck, 
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Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  lord. 

K.  Rich.   Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay,  I  would  be  King. 

Buck.  Why,  lo  you  are,  my  thrice  renowned  Liege. 

K.  Bich.  Ha!  am  I  King?  'tis  fo but  Ed^ward 

lives  ■        

Buck.  True,  noble  Prince. 

K.  Rich.  O  bitrer  confequence  ! 

That  Ed-ward  ftill  fhould  live true,  noble  Prince. 

Coufiu,  thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wilh  the  bollards  dead ; 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 
Whatfay'ft  thou  now?  fpeak  luddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck    Your  Grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.  Rich    Tut,  tut,  thou  art   all  ice,  thy  kindnefft 
freezes  j 
Say,  have  I  thy  confent  that  they  fiiall  die  ? 

Buck.  Give  me  fome  breath,   fome  little  paufc,   deal* 
Lord, 
Before  I  pofitiveiy  fpeak  in  this  : 
I  will  refolve  your  Grace  immediately.       [Exit  Buck# 

Catef.  The  Kr.  g  is  angry;  fee,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  iron-witted  fools, 
*  And  unrefpedive  boys  ;  none  are  for  me. 
That  look  into  me  wirh  confidVate  eyes. 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfped. 
Boy, 

Page    My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know'll  thou  not  any,  whom  corrupting 
gold 
Would  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  death  ? 

Bage.   I  know  a  diicontented  Gentleman, 
Whofe  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  fpirit : 
Gold  were  as  gcod  as  twenty  orators. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich    What  is  his  name  ? 

Bage.  His  name,  my  Lord,  is  Tirrel. 
K.  Rich.  1  pcirtly  know  the  man;  go,  call  him  hither. 

\Exit  Bo^ 
The  deep-revolving  witty  Buckingham 

a  And  unrefpedive  hcy^  j]  UnrefpeSihe,  for  unhetding. 

No 
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No  more  (hall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfels. 
Hath  he  fo  long  held  oat  with  me  untirM, 
And  ftops  he  now  for  breath  ?  well,  be  it  To. 
Enter  Stanley. 

How  now,  Lord  StanUy^  what's  the  news  ? 

Stan.  My  Lord, 
The  Marquis  Dorfety  as  I  laear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  Parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich,  Come  hither,  Catesby  j  rumour  it  abroad. 
That  Jnne  my  wife  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
Inquire  me  out  fome  rnean-born  gentleman. 
Whom  I  will  marry  flrait  to  Clarsnci  daughter.  — . 
(The  boy  is  foolilh,  and  T  fear  not  him.) 
Look,  how  thou  dream' ft         1  fay  again,  give  Out, 
That  Anne  my  Queen  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it ;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 
To  flop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 
I  muft  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter. 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  ftands  on  brittle  glafs : 
Murther  her  brothers^  and  then  marry  her  / 
3  Uncertain  way  of  gain  !  but  i  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  fm  will  pluck  on  fm. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  nor  in  this  eye. 

Enter  TirreL 

Is  thy  name  Tirrel? 

Tir.  James  Tirrel,  and  your  moft  obedient  Subject. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou,  indeed  ?         {He  takes  him  afidel 

Tir.   Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  ? 

lir.  Pleafe  you,  Td  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  then  thou  hift  it;  two  deep  enemies. 
Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fweet  fleep's  difturbers. 
Are  they,  that  I  would  have  rhee  deal  upon  ; 
^irreh  I  mean  thofe  baft.irdt,  in  the  To^er. 

Tir.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  con^c  :o  them. 


3  Vncert^'n'zoayofgainf — ]  Urtcer-uin  here  uCcd  for  utjcofijfanf  t 
for  he  tells  us  here,  that  tliis  vvaj  the  certain  way  of  eftablifhing 
kimiclf. 
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And  foon  I'll  rid  yoa  from  the  fear  of  them. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  fing'ft  fvveet  mufick.     Hark,  come 
hither,  Tirreli 

Go,  by  this  token— rife,  and  lend  thine  ear u.— 

.        iWhifpers, 
There  is  no  more  but  ^o  ——fay,  it  is  done. 
And  I  will  love  thee  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

Tir.  I  will  difpatch  it  ftrait.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 

^uck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind 
That  late  demand  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft  ;  Dorfet  is  fled  to  Rich- 
mond. 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  fon ;  well,  look 
to  it. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife. 
For  which  your  honour,  and  your  faith,  is  pawn'd ; 
Th'  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables. 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  fhall  poflefs. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife;  if  Ihe  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,   you  fhall  anfwer  it. 

Buck.   What  fays  your  Highnefs  to  my  juft  requeft  ? 

K.  Rich.  I  do  remembgr  me  -  -  Henry  the  fixth 

Did  prophefie,  that  Richmond  fhould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifli  boy. 
4- A  King,  perhaps. 

Buck.  My  Lord, 

K.  Rich.  How  chance,  the  Prophet  could  not  at  that 
time 
Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  Ihould  kill  him  ? 

Buck.  My  Lord,  your  promife  for  the  Earldom— 

K.  Rich.  Richmond  I   when  I  was  laft  at  Exeter ^ 
The  Mayor  in  curtefie  ftiewed  me  the  caftle. 
And  caird  it  Rouge-mont,  at  which  name  I  ftarted  ; 
Becaufe  a  Bard  of  Ireland  cold  me  once, 
I  ihould  not  live  long  after  J  faw  Richmond. 

4  A  King,  perhaps — ]   From  hence  to  the  words,  ^bou  troubleji 

ptf,   I  am  not  in  thetiein have  been  lert  out  ever  fince  the  firft 

editions,  but  I  iflce  them  well  enough  to  replace  them.      Mr.  Pope. 

Buck. 
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■  Bud.  My  Lord, 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  Grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.  Rich.  But  what's  o'clock? 

Buck.  Upon  the  fooke  of  ten. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  it  ftrike. 

Buck.  Why,  let  it  ftrike  ? 

K.  Rich.  Becaufe,  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'ft  the 
ftroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
1  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to  day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  refolve  me  whe'r  you  will,  or  no. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  troubleft  me,  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

[^Exit. 

Buck.  Is  it  ev'n  fo  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 
With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  King  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Hajiings,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on,  [hxit, 

SCENE     III. 

"Enter  Tirrel. 
Tir.  *  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  aft  is  done  ; 

*  The  moft  arch  deed  of  piteous  maflacre, 

*  That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of  ! 

■*  Dighton  and  Forrefl,  whom  I  did  fuborn 

*  To  do  this  piece  of  ruthlefs  butchery, 

'*  Albeit  they  were  flefht  villains,  bloody  dogs, 

*  Melting  wiih  tendeniefs  and  mild  compaiiion, 

*  Wept  like  two  children,  in  tlieir  deatlis'  fad  llcry. 

*  O  thus,  (quoth  Dighton)  lay  the  gentle  babes ; —^ 

*  Thus,  thus,  (quoth  Forreji)  girdling  one  another 

*  Within  their  innocent  alabaiter  arms : 

*  Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  a  ftalk, 

*  And  in  their  fummer  beauty  kifs'd  each  other. 

*  A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay, 

<  Which  once,  (quoth  Forr^_/?^almoftchang'd  my  mind; 

*  But,  oh!  the  Devil there  the  villain  ftopt: 

*  When  Dii^hton  thus  told  on- we  fmothered 

o 

*  The  moll  jcplenilhed  fweet  work  of  nature, 

Vol.  V.  N     ■  '  That 
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*  That  from  the  prime  creation  eVr  fhe  framed - 

'  Hence  both  are  gone  with  confcience  and  remorfe ; 

*  They  could  not  fpeak,  and  fo  I  left  them  both,* 

*  To  bear  thefe  tidings  to  the  bloody  King.' 

E titer  King  Richard. 

And  here  he  comes.     All  health,  my  fovereign  Lord  ! 

K.  Rich.  Kind  firrel am  I  happy  in  thy  news  ? 

7/>.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then ; 
For  it  is  done. 

K.Rich.  But  didft  thou  fee  them  dead  ? 

TVr.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  TirrelP 

7ir.   The  Chaplain  of  the  Toiver  hath  buried  them. 
But  where,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  'TirreU  foon,  foon  after  ftipper. 
When  thou  fhalt  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 
Mean  time  —  but  think,  how  I  may  do  thee  good. 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farewel  'till  then. 

Tir,  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  \Exit. 

K.  Rich.  The  fon  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  clofe  : 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  marriage  : 
The  fons  of  Edivard  fleep  in  Abraham's  bofom  : 
And  Jnne  my  wife  hath  bid  this  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  J  know  the  Briton  Richmond  aims 
At  young  E/izaheth,  my  brother's  daughter; 
And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  crown ; 
To  her  go'I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 
Enter  Catefby. 

Catef.  My  Lord, 

K.  Rich. .Good  or  bad  news,  that  thou com'fl  in  {o 
bluntly-t 

Cats/,  Bad  news,  my  Lord ;  Morton  is  fled  to  Rich- 
mond. 
And  Buckingham,  backed  with  the  hardy  Weljhmen, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  Hill  his  power  encreafeth. 

Y^.Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond xxo\£o\t%  me  more  near. 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rafn-leviedarmy.  ^ 
Come,  I  have  learn' d,  that  fearful  coijimenting 

Is 
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Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull  delay ; 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  fnail-pac'd  beggary. 

**   s  Then  fiery  Expedition  be  my  wing, 

"  Jonje's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  King  !  " 

Go,  muller  men^  my  Counfel  is  my  fhield. 

We  muft  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field.   [_Exh. 

SCENE     IV. 

E?iter  S^een  Margaret. 
Q^A/^r.  So  now  Profperity  begins  to  mellows 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death : 
Here  in  thefe  confines  flily  have  I  lurk'd 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies, 
A  dire  induftion  am  I  witn^fs  to  ; 
And  will  to  France,  hoping,  the  confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margret !  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  the  Dut chefs  of  Yoxk,  and  ^een, 

^een.  Ah,  my  poor  Princes !  ah,  my  tender  babes? 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  fweets ! 
If  yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  the  air. 
And  be  not  fixt  in  doom  perpetual. 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings. 
And  hear  your.mother's  lamentation. 

Q^  Mar.  Hover  about  her  ;  ^  fay,  that  wrong  for 
wrong 
Hath  dimm'd  your  infant-morn  to  aged  night. 

Dutch,  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voice. 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute. 
Edn.>jard  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

Q^  Mar.   Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Ed'Xfjard  for  Edzvard  pays  a  dying  debt. 

5  Then  fiery  Expedition  be  my  iving, 

Jove'f  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  King!]  Expedition  is  here  cha- 
racterized in  a  very  fublime  manner.  Which,  in  fimpie  phrafe,  fays 
no  more  than  that  Expedition  is  the  Jcul  of  all  great  undertaking:. 
Homer  never  taught  an  ufeful  truth  more  nobly. 

6 Jay,  that  r  i g  h  t  ^cr  r  i  c.  h  t  ]    It's  plain  Shakefpear  wrote 

wRONG/ar  WRONG  J  but  the  players   thought  that  a'littls  rhim; 
■was  better  than  ail  reafon. 

N  2  ^etn. 
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^een.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,    fly  from  fuch  gentle, 
lamb.-. 
And  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  the  wolf? 
Why  did'ft  thou  fleep,  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 

Q^Mar.  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweet  Ton. 

Dutch.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living  ghoft, 
Woe's  fcene, world's  fharr.e,  grave's  due,  by  life  ufurp'd. 
Brief  abftraft  and  record  of  tedious  days. 
Reft  thy  unreft  on  England's  lawful  earth. 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood. 

^een.  Ah,  that  thou  would'ft  as  foon  afford  a  gravg, 
As  thou  canil  yield  a  melancholy  feat ; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here. 
Ah,  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we  ? 

Q^Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  moft  reverent. 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  Signiory  i 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 
If  forrow  can  admit  foeiety, 
Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  mine.' 
I  had  an  Ednvard^  'till  a  Richard  kilT'd  him  : 
I  had  a  hufband,  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 
Thou  had'ft  an  Edward^  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  ; 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard,  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Dutch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  did'ft  kill  him  : 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

Q.  Mar.  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard 
kill'd  him. 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  : 
That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes. 
To  worry  lambs  and  lap  their  gentle  blood  -, 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy-work 
Thy  womb  let  loofe,  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves. 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true-difpofmg  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  the  Ifiue  of  his  mother's  body ; 
And  makes  her  Pue-fellow  with  others'  moan  ! 

Dutch.  Oh,  Harry  s  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  WOes: 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Q^Mar,  Bear  with  me,  I  am  hungry  for  revenge. 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 

Thy 
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Thy  ^dnvard  he  is  dead,  that  kiird  my  Ed-.v^rd: 

Thy  other  Fchvard  dead,  lo  quit  my  E^nvard: 

Young  Tork  he  is  but  boot,  hecmfe  both  they 

Match  not  the  high  perfeciion  of  my  lofs. 

Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftabb'd  my  Ed-.vard ; 

And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 

7  Th'  adulterer  Uaftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray, 

Cntimeiy  fmother'd  in  their  dufky  graves. 

i?/V/^^r^  yet  lives,  hell's  black  inteliigencer. 

Only  refervM  their  factor  to  buy  fouls, 

And  fend  them  thither  :  but  at  hand,  at  hand, 

Infues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end. 

Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  faints    pray,  for 

vengeance. 
Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray. 
That  I  may  live  to  fay,  the  dog  is  dead !  ^ 

^een.   Oh!  thou  did'H  prophefie,  the  time  would- 
come. 
That  I  fliould  wiih  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 
That  bottell'd  fpider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad. 
Q^  Mar.    I  caird  thee   then   vain  flourifli   of  my 
fortune, 
I  caird  thee  then  poor  fhadow,  painted  Queen, 
The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was ; 
s  The  flattering  index  of  a  direful  Page; 
One  heav'd  on  high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below : 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes ; 
A  dream  of  what  thou  waft ;  a  garifli  flag, 
To  be  the  aim  of  ev'ry  dang'rous  fliot ; 
A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  ; 
A  Queen  in  jeil,  only  to  fill  the  fcene. 
Where  is  thy  hufband  now  ?  where  be  thy  brotners  ? 
Where  be  thy  children  ?  wherein  doll  thou  joy  ? 
Who  fues  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Qjeen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  Peers,  that  flatter'd  thee  ? 

7  rb'   ADULTERATE  Hc7y?;»^^ I  htlkv  t  St.^keffe^^r  Y^XOtQ 

Tb'   ADULTERER   HaJlingS, 

8  Ihcptrring  index  »fa  direful  pageant  }]    Without  doubt 
Shakiffear  wrote 

m      I.  .■  direfu/  FAGB, 

]s}  3  Where 
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Where  be  the  thronging  troops,  that  foIIowM  thc6? 

Decline  all  this,  and  lee  what  now  tliou  art. 

Por  happy  wife,  a  mod  ciiftrcfied  widow ; 

Por  jo)  ful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name ; 

Por  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues  j 

For  Queen,  a  very  caitiiF  crownM  with  care  ; 

for  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  j 

For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 

For  one  commanding  all,  obey'd  of  none. 

Thus  hath  the  cojrfe  of  juftice  wheel'd  about^ 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  j 

Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert. 

To  torture  thee  the  more,  beh^g  what  thou  art.' 

Thou  did'll  ufurp  my  place,   and  doH  thou  not 

Ufurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  forrow  ? 

Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burden'd  yoak  -, 
•From  which,  ev'n  here  I  flip  my  wearied  head. 

And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 

Farewel,  Ih-k's  wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance,. 
Thefe  Eng/ijh  woes  Ihall  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

^een,  O  thou  well-fkill'd  in  curfes !  flay  a  while. 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

^  Q^Mar.  Forbear  to  fleep  the  night,  and  fafl  the  day : 
Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe  j 
Think,  that  thy  babes  were  fweeter  than  they  were. 
And  he,  that  flew  them,  fouler  than  he  is : 
Fett'ring  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe  ; 
Revolving  this,  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

%m/.  My  words  are  dull,  O !   quicken  them  with 

thine. 
Q.  Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  fharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [£'a-// Margaret. 

Diach.  Why  fhould  calamity  be  full  of  words? 

^cen.  Windy  attorneys  (a)  to  their  client-woes. 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteitate  joys. 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miferies ! 
Let  them  have  fcope,  tho'  what  they  do  Impart 
tielp  nothing  elfe,  yet  they  do  eafe  the  heart. 

^^(a.)  -^to  their  (Um-imti,   Oxford  Edition— Vulg.   to  s^ur 
ci}tnt  s  w;«.J  " 
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Dutch,  li  To,  then  be  not  tongue-tyM,-  go  with  me. 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  fmother 
My  damned  fon,  that  thy  two  fweet  Tons  fmother'd.      ^ 

^  [Drum,  'within, 

I  hear  his  drum,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

S-  C  E  N  E     V. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  Train, 
K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition  ? 
Dutch.  O,  (he,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee 
By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb. 
From  all  the  (laughters,  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

^^een.  Hid'ft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown, 
Where  ihould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right. 
The  flaughter  of  the  Prince  that  owM  that  crown. 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  fons  and  brothers? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain- Have,  where  are  my  children  ? 
Dutch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother 
Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  fon  ? 

^een.  Where  is  kind  Hafings,  Risers,  Vaughan, 

Grayf 
K.  Rich.  A  flourifh,  trumpets !  ftrike  alarum,  drums ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  thefe  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed.     Strike,  I  fay. 

\flourip.      Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair. 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 
Dutch.  Art  thou  my  fon  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and  your  felf. 
Dutch:  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 
K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition. 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Dutch.  I  will  be  mild,  and  gentle  in  my  words. 
K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother,  for  I  am  in  hafte. 
Dutch.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ffaid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  anguifh,  pain  and  agony. 

K.  Rich,  And  came  I  no:  at  laft  to  comfort  you  ? 

N  4  Dutcl, 
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Dutch.  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'il  it  welL  M 
Thou  cam'fl  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell.  H 

A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  birth  to  me,  '  fl 

"  Tetchy  and  uayward  w^s  thy  infancy  ; 
"  ^^J  School-days  frightful,  deip'rate,  wild  and  flirious  i 
\\  Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous : 
"  Thy  Live  confirmed,  proud,  fubtle,  fly  and  bloody." 
w  hat  ccnfortable  hour  canft  thou  name. 
That  ever  grac'd  v\  2  in  thy^  coiftpany  ? 

K.  Rh/;.  Fai'li,  none  but  Humphry  U{)are,\\a.t  Call'd 
your  Grace  ,       , 

'i'o  breakfiifi  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
Jf  1  be  fo  ciifgracious  in  your  fight. 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  }-our  Grace. 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Dutch.  I  pry'thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 
K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 
Dutch.  Hear  m.e  a  word : 
For  I  Ihall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 
K.  Rich.   So,"  .« 

Dutch.  Either  thou'lt  die  by  God's  jufl  ordinance^ 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror,- 
Or  I  wiih  grief  and  extream  age  fhallperiih. 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moil  heavy  Curfe  y 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more. 
Than  all  the  compleat  armour  that  thou  wear'ft  ! 
My  prayers  on  theadverfe  party  iight, 
Awi  there  the  little  fouls  of  Ed-.varcTs  children 
Vv^hifper  the  fpirits  of  thine  enemies. 
And  promife  them  fuccefs  and  viclory  ! 
Bloody  thou  r.rt,  bloody  v/ill  be  thy  end  ? 
Sh  line  fervcs  thy  life,  a-nd  doth  thy  death  attend.   [Exit. 
%.Y«.  Tho'  far  more  caufe,  yet  much  lefs  fpirit  to 
curfe 
Abrdes  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her.  iGoing. 

K.  Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  I  muil  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 
^icen.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  royal  blood 
For  thee  to  ilaughter;  for  my  daughters,  Richard, 
They  ihall  be  prayir.g  Nuns,  net  v.  eeping  Queens ; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  liit  their  iivesf*^ 

K.  Ric^, 
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K.  'B.ich,  You  have  a  daughter  caird  Elizaheth^ 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

^een.  And  muft  (he  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 
And  I'll  corrupt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty, 
Slander  myfelf  as  falfe  to  Edn^varcTs  bed. 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy  : 
So  fhe  may  live  unfcarrM  from  bleeding  {laughter, 
I-  will  confefs  fhe  was  not  Ed^jjarcTs  daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  fhe  is  of  royal  bloods 

^een.  To  fave  her  life,  V\\  fay,  (he  is  not  fo. 

K.  Rich.  Her  life  is  fafeft  only  in  her  birth. 

^eeii.  And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  brothers. 

K.  Rich.  No,  at  their  births  goodftars  were  oppofite. 

^ecn.  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  contrary. 

K   Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  defliny. 

^een.  True  ;  when  avoided  grace  makes  deiHny. 
My  babes  were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  death. 
If  grace  had  bleft  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

JC.  Rich    Youfpeak,  as  if  that  I  had  flain  my  coufins  > 

^leen.   Coufms,  indeed  ;  and  by  their  Uncle  couzen'd 
Of  Comfort,  Kingdom^,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life  : 
Whofe  hands  foever  lanc'd  their  tenderTiearts, 
Thy  head,  all  indirefliy,  gave  direction. 
No  doubt,  the  murd'rous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt,. 
'Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  fcone-hard  heart. 
To  revel  in  the  intrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  Hill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame,- 
My  tongue  fhould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys, 
'Till  that  my  nails  were  anchored  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I  in  fuch  a  defp'rate  bay  of  death. 
Like  a  poor  bark,  of  fails  and  tackling  reft, 
Rafh  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bofom. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize. 
And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars ; 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours. 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  l^y  me  were  harm'd  ! 

^icen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  face  of  heav'fi; 
To  be  difcover'd,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

K.  Rich.  Th'  advancement  of  your  children,  gentle 
lady, 

Slueen.  Up  to  fome  fcaffold,  there  to  lofe  their  heads. 
-    N  5  K.  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
9  The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

^een.  Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it ; 
Tell  me,  what  ftate,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canft  thou  demife  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ev'n  all  I  have  ;  ay,  and  my  felf  and  all. 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine : 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
Thou  drown  the  fad  Remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs, 
Which,  thou  fuppofell,  I  have  done  to  thee. 

•:^een.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  tlw  kindnefs 
Laft  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs  do.        ^' 

K..  Rich.  Then  know,  that  from  my  foul  I  love  thy 

daughter. 
^een.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her  foul. 
K.  Rich.   What  do  yoti  think  ? 
^een.  That  thou  doft  love  my  daughter,  from  thy 
foul. 
So  from  thy  foul's  love,  did'ft  thou  love  her  brothers ;     _• 
And  from  my  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning ; 
I  mean,  that  with  my  foul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England. 

.^een.  Say  then,  who  doll  thou  mean  Ihall  be  her 

King  ? 
K.  Rich.  Ev'n  he,  that  makes  her  Queen ;  who  elfe 

fhould  be } 
^een.  What,  thou  ! 

K.  Rich.  Even  fo  ;  how  think  you  of  it  ? 
^leen.  How  canft  thou  wooe  her  ? 
K.  Rich.  I  would  learn  of  you. 
As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour. 
^leen.  And  Vv'ilt  thou  learn  of  me? 
K.  Rich.  With  all  my  heart. 

^een.  Send  to  her,  hy  the  man  that  flew  her  bro- 
thers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave 
Edxvard  and  York ;  then,  haply,  will  ftie  weep  : 
I'lierefore  prefent  to  her,  as  fometime  Margaret 

9  -Xh':  hih  inper'iui  type— J  i.  e.  the  thrcne. 

Did 
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Did  to  thy  father,  fleept  in  Rutlan<r^  blood, 

A  handkerchief;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 

the  purple  tide  from  lier  fweet  brothers  bodies, 

And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  therewith. 

If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love. 

Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 

Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 

Her  uncle  Ui'vers  ;  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 

Mad'ft  quitk  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Jnne. 

K.  Rich.  You  mock  me.  Madam  j  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

^eeti.  There's  no  other  way, 
Uiiiefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  ftiape, 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K   Rich-  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
^een.  Nay  then,  indeed,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  hate 
thee;  , 

Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  ipoil . 

K.  Rich.   '    Look,  what  is  done,   cannot  be  now 
amended ; 

Men  Ihall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimes. 

Which  after-hours-  give  leifure  to  repent  of. 

If  I  did  take  the  Kingdom  from  your  fons. 

To  make  amends,  Til  give  it  to  your  daughter  :      , 

If  I  have  kiird  the  iffue  of  your  womb, 
.  To  quicken  your  increafe  I  will  beget 

Mine  iffue  of  your  blood,  upon  your  daughter: 

A  grandam's  name  is  little  lefs  in  love. 

Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother  ; 

They  are  as  children  but  one  ftep  below. 

Even  of  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood  : 

Of  all  one  pain,  fave  for  a  night  of  groans 

Endurd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 

Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 

But  mine  fhall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age.  ^ 

The  lofs  you  have,  is  but  a  fon  being  King  ; 

And  by  that  lofs  your  daughter  is  made  Queen. 

1  Look,  ivbat  is  done,  &c.]    This  long  fpeech  is  not  m  the'  Edi- 
tion of  J  598  or  that  of  1602,  but  added  by  the  Author  fince, 

■"  Mr.  Fofet 

I  cannot 
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l  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would. 

Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  I  can. 

Dor/ct,  your  Ion,  that  with  a  fearful  foul 

Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil. 

This  fair  alliance  quickly  Ihall  call  home 

To  h'gh  promotions,  and  great  dignity. 

The  King,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter  wifc». 

Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet  brother: 

Again  {hall  you  be  mother  to  a  King  ; 

And  all  the  ruins  of  diilrefsful  times 

RepairM  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee. 

The  liquid  drops  of  tears,  that  you  have  Ihed, 

Shall  coine  again,  transformed  to  orient  pearl ; 

Advantaging  rheir  loan  with  interell 

Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 

Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go  ; 

Make  bold  her  balhful  years  with  your  experience  i 

Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale ; 

Put  in  her  tender  heart  th'  afpiring  flame 

Of  golden  Sov'reignty  ;  acquaint  the  Princefs 

With  the  fweet  filent  hoars  of  marriage-joys. 

And  Vv-hen  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chaiHfed 

Ihe  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckhgham, 

Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come. 

And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  Conqueror's  bed  ; 

To  whom  I  will  retail  my  Conqueft  won, 

And  Ihe  ihall  be  {oXt  viftreis,  C,sjar\  Csfar. 

t^een.  What  were  I  beft  to  fay,  her  father's  bi-Qther 
Would  be  her  lord  ?  or  Ihall  Lfay,  her  uncle  > 
Or  he  that  ilew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  ? 
Under  what  ti:le  fnall  I  woce  for  thee. 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love. 
Can  make  feem  pleafing  to  her  tender  years  ? 

K.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England'?,  peace  by  this  alliance. 

^cen.  Which  {he  fliali   purcliafe   with  ibll  larting 
war. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  her,  the  King,  that  may  command, 
intreats  — 

^ecn.  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  King's  King 
forbids. 

K.  Rich. 
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K.  RfcB.  Say,  fhe  fhall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen'^ 
^leen.  To  wail  the  tide,  as  her  mother  doth, 
'  K.  Ric^'  Say,  T  will  love  her  eveiljilingly. 
^leen.  But  how  long  (hall  thaf  title,  ever,  laft  ? 
K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 
^icen.  But  how  long,  fairly,  fhall  her  fweet  life  laft? 
K.  Rid\   As  long  as  heav'n  and  nature  lengthen  it. 
^een.   As  long  as  hell  and  Richard  like  ot  it. 
K.  Rich.  Say,.  I,  her  Sovereign,  am  her  Subjeft  now. 
Queen.  But  fhe,  your  Subjecft,  loaths  fuch  Sovereignty. 
K  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her/ 
^leen.  An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 
K,  Rich.  Then,  in  plain  terms  tell  her  my  loving  tale. 
^een.  Plain,- and  not  honeft,  is  too  harfti  a  ftile.  ^ 
JC.  Rich.  Your  reafons  are  too  ftiallow,  and  too  quick. 
<^ueen.  O  no,  m.y  reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead  ; 
Two  deep  and  dead  poor  infants  in  their  grave  5- 
Haro  on  it  ftill  Ihall  I,  'till  heart-ftrings  break. 

K.  Rdch.  Harp  not  on  that  ftring.    Madam  ;  that  is 
paft. 

Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown 

^een.  Profan'd,  diihonourM,  and  the  third  ufurp'd, 
K.  Rich.  I  fwear. 

^.cen.  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  oath  : 
The  George,  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour ; 
The  Garter,  blemifti'd,  pawnM  his  knightly  virtue  5 
The  Crown,  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  glory. 
If  fomething  thou  wauld'ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd. 
Swear  then  by  fomething,  that  thou  haft  not  wrong' di 

K.  Rich.  Now  by  the  v.orld-= 

^een.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 
KI  Rich.  My  father's  death— — 
^leen.  Thy  life  hath  that  diihonour'd. 
K.  Rich.  Then  by  myfelf 
^een.  Thy  felf  thy  felf  mifufeft. 

K.  Rich.   Why  then,  by  heav'n ■- 

^leen.  Heav'n's  wrong  is  moft  of  a'.l : 
If  thou  didft  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n,- 
The  unity  the  King  my  hufDand  made 
Thou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  brothers  dy'd.^ 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 

Th' 
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Th?  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head. 
Had  grac'd  the  tender  temples  of  my  child  ; 
And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here  ; 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  duft. 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  pr^  to  worms. 
What  can'ft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 

K,  Rich.   By  time  to  come. 

^ueen  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'er-paft; 
For  I  my  felf  have  many  tears  to  wafti 
Hereafter  time^  for  time  paft,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whofe  fathers  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
The  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butcher'd. 
Old  withered  plants,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 
Mifus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'er-paft. 

K.  Rich.  As  1  intend  to  profper  and  repent. 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hoftile  arms !  my  felf,  my  felf  confound  ; 
Heaven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours ; 
Day  yield  me  not  thy  light,  nor  night  thy  reft  ; 
Be  oppofite  all  planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding  ;  if  with  pure  heart's  love. 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  Princely  Daughter ! 
In  her  confifts  my  happinefs,  aiid  thine  ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee. 
Her  felf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  chriftian  foul. 
Death,  defolation,  ruin,  and  decay. 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this  j 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this. 
Therefore,  dear  mother,  (I  muft  call  you  fo,)       • 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her ; 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  ; 
Not  my  deferts,  but  what  I  will  deferve  : 
Urge  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  times  j 
And  be  not  peevifti  found  in  great  defigns. 

^leen.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  Devil  thus  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 

^ieen.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf  ? 
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K.  Kich.  Ay,  if  your  felf' s  remembrance  wrong  your 
felf. 

Oueen.  But  thou  didft  kill  my  children. 

K.  Rich.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  chem ; 
Where,  in  that  neft  of  fpicery,  they  fhall  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,  to  your  recomforture. 

^een.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

^een.  I  go,  write  to  me  fliortly. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  fare- 
vvel— — —  [Exit  ^een^ 

Relenting  fool,  and  ihallovv,  changing^,,  woman ! 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  RatclifF. 
Rat.  Mofl  mighty  Sovereign,  on  the  wellern  coafl. 
kideth  a  puiiTant  Navy  :  to  our  fhores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 
'Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  Admiral  :. 
And  there  they  hull,  expeding  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham^  to  welcome  them  afhore. 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  poll  to  the  Duke  of 
l^orfolk. 
Rat  cliff,  thy  felf,  or  Catejhy  ;  where  is  he  ! 
Catejl  Here,  my  good  lord. 
K.  R^ich.   Catesby,  fly  to  the  Duke. 
Catef.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  haffe. 
K.Rich.   Rate/iff  come  hither,  poft  to  5^//i^^rj  ; 
When  thou  com'ft  thither— dull  unmindful  villain, 

[  To  Catefby. 
Why  flay 'ft  thou  here,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  Duke  ? 
Catef.  Firft,   mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highnefs* 
pleafure, 
What  from  your  Grace  I  fhall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich.  O  true,  good  Catejby,  -bid  him  levy  flrait 
The  greateft  flrength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury. 

Catef.  I  go.  [^Extf, 

R^t.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  fhall  I  do  at  Salisbury  ? 

K.  Rich, 
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K.  Rich,  Why,  what  would'il  thou  do  there,  before 

Igo? 
Kat.  Your  Highnefs  told  me,  I  fliould  poft  before. 
X.  Rich.  My  mind  1*3  chang'd . 

Enter  Lord  Stanley, 
Stanley t  what  news  with  you  ? 

Stan.   None  good,  my  Liege,  to  pleafe  you  with  the 
hearing  ;  - 
Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported. 

Ttrl^'  ^''^''  ^^y^^y^  ^  "^^^e  !  neither  good  nor  bad  : 
Why  doft  thou  run  fo  many  miles  about. 
When  thou  may'il  tell  thy  tale  the  nearell  way? 
Once  more,  what  news  ? 

Stan.   Richmond  is  on  the  Teas. 

^K.  Rich.  There  let  him  fmk,  and  be  the  Teas  on  him  ! 
W^hite-liver'd  Runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 

Stan    1  know  not,  mighty  Sovereign,  but  by  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs. 

Stan    Stirr'd  up  hyDorfet,  Buckingham,  and  Morton, 
He  makes  i^v  England,  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

K.  Rich.  Is  the  Ciiair  empty?  is  the  Sword  unfway'd? 
Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  Empire  unpoffefs'd  ? 
What  Heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  We? 
And  who  is  England?,  King,  but  great  Tork^  heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  fea  ? 

Stan.^  Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Lieo-e, 
You  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  WWjh-man  comes,     ^ 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Sta.n.  No,  mighty  Liege,  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 
K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  Power  then  to  beat  him  back  ?■ 
Wnereare  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  Followers? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  wefrern  fhore, 
Safe-conduaing  the  Rebels  from  their  ihips  ? 

Stan.  No,   my  good   lord,    my  friends  are  in  the 

North. 
K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  what  do  they  in  the 
North, 
When  they  Ihould  ferve  their  Sovereign  in  the  Weft  ? 
Sixifu  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  King; 

Pleafe- 
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^leafe  it  your  Majelly  to  givs  me  leave, 

I'll  mufter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 

Where,  and  what  time  your  Majelly  Ihall  pleafe. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  thoa  would'Il  fain  be  gone,   to  join 
with  Richmond : 
But  ril  net  trufc  thee. 

Stan.   Ntighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendship  doubtfut  ;• 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be,  falfe. 

K.  Rich.  Go  then,  and  mufter  men  ;  but  leave  behind 
Your  fon  George  Stanley  :  look,  your  heart  be  firm  j 
Or  elfe  his  head's  affarance  is  but  frail. 

Stan.  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  true  to  you  ! 

[Exit  Stanley. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  now  in  Denjonjhire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed. 
Sir  Edmond  Co^irtney,  and  the  haughty  Prelate, 
Bifliop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother,^ 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Mejj'cnger. 
Mef,  In  Kent,  my  Liege,  th€  Guilfords  are  in  arms, 
^  And  every  hour  more  competitors 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  Power  grows  ilrong. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger^ 
Mef.  My  Lord,  the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham  

K.  Rich.    5  Out  on  y-e,  owls !    nothing  but  fongs  of 
death?  '  \He firikes  him* 

There,  take  thou  That,  'till  thou  bring  better  news. 

Mef  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty, 
Is,  that,  by  fudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham^  army  is  difpers;d  and  fcatter'd » 

7.  And  every  hour  more  competitors]  By  the  word  compel i tors,  the 
fpeaker  would  infinuate,  that  men  flecked  to  theadverfe  party,  as  if 
it  had  been  a  competition  for  intereft  and  glory.  But  the  Oxford 
Editor  will  make  Shake/fear  fpeak:  like  other  people,  and  10  reads 
complices. 

^  Out  on  ye,  Owls !]  /.  f.  birds  of  ill  omefli  ,      , 

■*  -^  "•  And; 
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And  he  himfelf  wanderM  away  alone. 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  !  I  cry  thee  mercy  f 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  well-advifed  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  :he  traitor  in  ? 

Mef,  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made^  my  Liege. 
Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

,rJ^'/\  ^'^^  '^^^^^^•f  Lovel,  and  Lord  ?^arquis  Dcrfet, 
Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  Torijhire  are  in  arms  j 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  Highnefs, 
The  Bretagne  Navy  is  difpersM,  by  tempeft. 
Richmond  in  Doyfefjhire  fent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  ihore,  to  alk  thofe  on  the  banks. 
If  they  were  his  aMants,  yea,  or  no  j 
Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  Party;  he,  miftrufting  them, 
Hois'd  fail,  and  made  his  courfe  again  for  Bretagne. 
K.  Rich,  March  on,  march   on,   fmce  we  are  up  in 
arms ; 
If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies. 
Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  Rebels  here  at  home. 
Enter  Catefby; 
Catef.  My  Liege,  the  Duke  o<i  Buckingham  is  taken. 
That  IS  the  bed  news ;  that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  Pow'r  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  it  muft  be  told, 

K.  Rich.  Away  towards  Salisbury ;  while  we  reafon 
here, 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  loft : 
Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury ;  the  reft  march  on  with  me.         {Exemit. 

SCENE     VIL 
Changes  to  the  Lord  Stanley's  Hott/e, 

Enter  ii^r^  Stanley,  c;?^  ^-Zr  Chriftopher  Urfwick. 
S-tan.Q^  R  Chrijiopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me; 
O   That  iir  the  fty  of  this  moft  bloody  Boar, 

4  My 
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4-  Mv  fon  George  Stanley  is  frankt  up  in  hold : 
If  l'  revolt,  off  goes  young  G^<3r^(?'s  head  ; 
The  fear  of  That  holds  off  my  prefent  aid. 
So,  get  thee  gone;  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Say  too,  the  Queen  hath  heartily  confented 
He  fhould  efpoufe  EHzahetb  her  daughter. 
But,  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chri.   At  Pembroke,  or  at  Hertford-\vt^  in  Wales, 

Stan.  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him  ? 

Chri.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  foldier. 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  and  Sir  William   Stanley, 
Oxford,   redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunty 
And  Pice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew. 
And  many  others  of  great  name  and  worth  : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  Power, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stan.  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  Lord:  I  kifs  hrs   hand, 
My  letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewel.  {Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SALISBURY. 

Enter  the  Sheriff,  ««^  Buckingham,  ivith  halhtrds, 
led  to  Execution. 
Buck.WJl'Lhriot  King  Richard  let  mefpeak  with 
\Y  him? 

Sher.  No,  good  my  Lord,  therefore  be  patient. 
Buck.  Haftings,  and  Ed^vard*^  children.  Gray,  and 
Ri'vers, 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  fon  Ed-jjard'^ 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  under-hand,  corrupted,  foul  injuftice ; 
If  that  your  moody,  difcontented,  fouls. 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 

4  My  fon  George  Stanley  is  frankt  up]   See  the  note  on  A£t  U 
Scene  4.  of  this  play.  Mr.  P^/ft 

Ev'a 


2^4  King  Richard  II L 

Ev'n  for  revenge  mock  my  deftrudlion  f 
This  is  All-Souls  day,  fellows,  is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  It  is,  my  lord 
•   Buck.  Why,  then  ^//-^'W;  day  is  my  body's  Doomf^ 

day. 
This  is  the  day,  which  in  King  Ed^xvard's  time 
I  wilTi'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies. 
This  is  the  day,  wherein  I  wifli'd  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  faith  of  him  whom  moft  I  trailed  : 
This,  this  All  Souls  A^ij  to  ^Y  fearful  Soul^ 
'  Is  the  determined  refpeft  of  my  wrongs. 
That  high  All-feer,  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head. 
And  g'v'n  in  earneft,  what  I  begg'd  in  jell. 
Thus  aoth  he  force  the  fwords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  mailers'  bofoms. 
Thus  Marg'ret^s  Curfe  falls   heavy  on  my  head': 
When  he,  quoth  fhe,  Ihall  fplit  thy  heart  with  forrow. 
Remember,  Marg  ret  was  a  Prophete/s. 
Come,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  fliame; 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blam.e  the  due  of  blame. 
{Exeunt  Buckingham,  Sheriff  and  Officers, 

SCENE     II. 
On  the  Borders  of  LeiceIler-5'/^/V^.     A  Camp,. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and 

others,  ivith  Drum  and  Colours. 

Richm.  87  E  L  L  O  W  S  in  arms,  and  my  mofl.  loving 

j[/  friends, 

Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoak  of  tyranny,  . 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  Land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment  i  ~ 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched^  bloody^  and.ufurping  Boar 

(That 

1   h  the  deter^h:^d  RESPITE  of  my  ivrongs.'^  This  is  nonrenfe, 
W'e  ihculd  read  respect  of  nay  wrongs,  /,  e,  retluital. 
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jfThat  fpoird  your  fummer-fields,  and  fruitful  vines,) 
Swills   your  warm   blood  like  wa(h,    and  makes  his 

trough 
In  your  embo^^'ell'd  bofoms;  this  foul  fwine 
Lyes  now  ev'n  in  the  centre  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicejier,  as  we  learn': 
From  Tamnjuorth  thither  is  but  one  day's  March. 
In  God's  name,  cheerly  on,  couragious  friends. 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  perpetual  peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  fharp  war 

Oxf,  Every  man's  confcience  is  a  thoufand  fwords. 
To  fight  againft  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not,  but  his  friends  Vvill  fly  to  us. 

Blu7it.  He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  friends  for 
fear. 
Which  in  his  deareft  Need  will  fly  from  him. 

Richm.  All  for  our  vantage ;  then,  in  God's  name, 
■  march ; 
True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  Swallow's  wings ; 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  creatures  Kings. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  Bofworth  FieU, 

Writer  King  Richard  in  arms,  toitb  Norfolk,  Surrey, 
RatclifF,  Catesby,   and  others. 

K.  Rich. TT ERE  pitch   our  Tents,    even  here  in 

ML  JL  Bojkvorth  field. 

My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  {'d> 

Surr.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  thnn  my  looks. 

K.  Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  — 

Nor.   Here,  moft  gracious  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  we  mull  ha/e  knocks :  ha,   mull 

we  not? 
Nor.  We   mull  both   give  and  take,    my  gracious 

lord. 
K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent,  here  will  I  lye  to  night? 
But  where  to- morrow  ? — —well,  all's  one  for  that. 
Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors  ? 
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Nor,  Six,  or  fev'n,  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  Power/ 
K.  Rich  "^Vi.y,  our  Battalion  trebles  that  account; 

Bf  fides,  the  King's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength. 

Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  fadlion  want. 

Up  with  the  tent:  come,  noble  gentlemen. 

Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 

Call  for  fome  men  of  found  diredion : 

Let's  want  no  diicipline ;  make  no  delay  ; 

For,  lords,  to  morrow  is  a  bufie  day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes    to     another    Part    of  Bofworth 
Field. 

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford,  and 
Dorfet. 

Rich. ''  I  ^HE  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  golden  Set, 

I       And,  by  the  bright  trafl  of  his  fiery  car. 
Gives  fignal  of  a  goodly  day  to  morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  ihall  bear  my  ftandard ; 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  his  regiment ; 
Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him  ; 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  meun  my  tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Blunt,  before  thou  goeft  ; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter M,  ck>fi:  thou  know  ? 

Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  Colours  much, 
(Which,  well  I  am  affuf  d,  I  have  not  done) 
His  regiment  lyes  half  a  mile  at  leaft 
South  from  the  mighty  Power  of  the  King. 

Rich.  If  without  peril  it  be  poffible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  him, 
And  give  him  from  me  this  moft  needful  Note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  undertake  it. 

Rich.  *  Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper ;  in  my  tent 

2  Gi've  me  feme  ink  and  paper  'fj  I  have  placed  thefe  lines  here  as 
they  rtand  in  the  firft  editions:  the  reft  place  them  three  fpeeches 
before,  after  the  words  Sir  William  Brandon,  you  fhall  bear  my 
fiandard\  inter'-upting  what  there  follows  :  "I^f  £tfr/ c/"  Pembroke, 
^c.  I  think  them  more  naturally  introduced  here,  when  he  is  re* 
tiring  to  his  tent :  and  confidcring  what  he  has  to  do  that  night, 

Mr.  Fope. 

rii 
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ril  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle , 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  ieveral  charge. 
And  part  In  jufl  proportion  our  fmall  ftrength. 
Let  us  confult  upon  to  morrow's  bufmefs ; 
In  to  our  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  nvitbdranv  into  the  ient» 

SCENE  changes  iack  to  King  Richards  7V»/.. 

"Enter  King  Richard,  RatclifF,  Norfolk,  and  Catefby. 

K.  Rich  W^H  ATis't  o'clock  ? 

Wl       Catef.  It's  fupper  time,  my  lord ; 
It's  nine  o'clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to  night. 
Give  me  ibme  Ink  and  Paper. 
What,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  It  was  ? 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Catef.  It  is,  my  Liege,  and  all  things  are  in  readlnefs. 

K.  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
Ufe  careful  watch,  chufe  trufty  centinels. 

Nor.   I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  tomorrow,  gentle  Norfolk, 

Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.   Catefiy, 

Catef.  My  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  purfulvant  at  arms 
To  Stanley  s  regiment ;  bid  him  bring  his  Power 
Before  Sun-rifing,  left  his  fon  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  Cave  of  eternal  Night. 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine — give  me  a  watch  — — 

iTo  Ratcliff. 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to  morrow : 
Look,  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 
Rat  cliff, 

Rat.  My  lord? 

K.  Rich.  Sa-.v'ft  thou  the  melancholy  lord  Northum* 
her  land? 

Rat.  Thomas,  the  Earl  o^  Surrey,  and  himfelf. 
Much  about  cock-fliut  time,  from  troop  to  troop, 
V/cnt  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 

yi,Ric)j. 
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K.  Blch.  I  am  fatisfy'd  j  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have   .     . 
"There,  fet  it  down.     Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ?  ; 

Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  Guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent. 
And  help  to  arm  me.     Leave  me  now,  I  fay. 

iExit  Ratcliff". 

SCENE     IV. 
Changes  back  to  Richmond'/  Tent, 

£«/^r  Stanley  to  Richmond:  Lords,  ScC. 
Staff.  ■  ^Ortune  and  Viftory  fit  on  thy  helm  ' 


F 


Richm.  All  comfort,  that  the  dark  night 
can  afford. 
Be  to  thy  perfon,  noble  father-in-law ! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother ; 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond''^  good  : 
So  much  for  that— The  filent  hours  ileal  on. 
And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  Ealt. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning  ; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  th'  Arbitrement 
Of  bloody  Itrokes,  and  mortal  flaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  I  would,  I  cannot) 
With  beil  advantage  will  deceive  the  time. 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fhock  of  arms. 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward. 
Left  (being  feen)  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  Sight. 
Farewel ;  the  leir:re,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love. 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  difcourfe. 
Which  fo  long-fundred  friends  fhould  dwell  upon. 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  Rite^  of  love  ! 
Oncf  I'^^.ore,  adieu  !  be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well. 
Rich.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment -; 

I'll 
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m  ftrive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap; 
Left  leaden  ftumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow. 
When  I  fhould  mount  with  wings  of  vidory : 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  lords,  and  gentlemen. 

\_Exeunt.    Manet  Richmond. 
O  thou !  whofe  Captain  I  account  myfelf. 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  C;  e  : 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruifmg  irons  of  wrath, 
That  they  may  crufli  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
Th'  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries ! 
Make  us  thy  Minifters  of  chaftifement. 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  viftory. 
To  thee  1  do  commend  my  watchful  foul. 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes  : 
Sleeping  and  waking,  oh,  defend  me  Hill !  [Skeps, 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

Betiveen  the   Tents   of  Richard   and  Richmond: 
They  Sleeping. 

Enter    the    Ghojl  of  Prince  Edward,    Son    to    Henry 

the   Sixth. 
Ghcf.X    ET  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow ! 

L/  [Tl^A-.Rich, 

Think,  how  thou  ftab'd'ft  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
NAt  Tenvkjhury  ;  therefore  defpairj,  and  die. 

Be  cheerful,  Richmond;  for  the  wronged  fouls 

[To  Richm. 
Of  butchered  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  He7try2>  iffue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghoji  of  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Ghoft.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 

{To  K.  Rich, 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes ; 
Think  on  the  Tonjoer,  and  me  ;  defpair,  and  die, 
Henry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair,  and  die. 

Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  Conqueror  :  [To  Richm. 
Harry,  that  prophefy'd  thou  fiiould'ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  fleep  j  live  thou  and  fiourifli. 

Vol.  V.  O  Enter 


2po  King  Richard  HI. 

'Enter  theOhoJi  (/Clarence. 

Chojl.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  \ 

IJo  K.  Rich. 
I,  that  was  wafhM  to  death  in  fulfom  wine, 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betrayM  to  deatli : 
To  morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword  j  defpair,  and  die. 

Thou  ofF-fpring  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancajier^ 

[7'<7,RIchm/ 
The  wronged  heirs  of  Tork  do  pray  for  thee ; 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle !  live,  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghojis  o/' Rivers,  Gray,  and  Vaughan. 
"RSv,  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  ! 

1^0  K,  Rich. 
Ri'vers,  that  dyM  at  Pomfret :  defpair,  and  die. 
Gray,  Think  upon  Gray,  and  let  thy  foul  defpair. 

[To  K.  Ri<:h. 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan,  and  with  guilty  fear 
Let  fall  thy  launce !  Richard,  defpair,  and  die. 

IJo  K.  Rich. 
j^Il.  Awake !    and  think  our  wrongs   in  Richard's 
bofom 
Will  conquer  him-  —  A^yake,  and  win  the  day. 

[To  Richm. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Lord  Hallings. 

Choli,  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake; 

[To  K.  Rich. 
And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days  : 
Think  on  lord  Hajiings ;  and  defpair  and  die. 

Quiet, untroubled  foul,  awake,  awake !      [To  Richm. 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  fake. 

Enter  the  Ghojis  of  the  fvjo young  Princes, 
f    Ghojis.   Dream  on  thy   coufms   fmother'd  in   the 

Toaver  : 
Let  us  be  Lead  within  thy  bofom,  Richard, 

[rc^  jr.  Rich; 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  Ihame,  and  death  I 

Thy 
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Thy  Nephews'  fouls  bid  thee  defpalr  and  dle.^ 
Sleep  Richmond,  fleep  in  peace ;  and  wake  in  joy. 

[To  Richnu 
Good  angels  guard  thee  f  om  the  boar's  annoy  ! 

Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings 

EdnA-ard'^  unhappy  fons  do  bid  thee  flourifli. 

Enter  the  Ghoji  o/Anne,  lis  Wife, 
Ghoft.  Richard,  thy  wife,   that  wretched  Jnne  thy 
•^      wife,  .  [r.  a:.  Rich. 

That  never  flept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee. 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations ; 
To  morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fell  thy  edgelefs  fword  :  defpair,  and  die. 
Thou,  quiet  foul,  fleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep : 

[TcRichm, 

Dream  of  fuccefs  and  happy  viftory. 
Thy  adverfary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee, 

■  Enter  the  GhoJi  0/ Buckingham. 
Ghoft.  The  firft  was  I,  that  help'd  thee  ^o  the  Crown : 
The  laft  was  I,  that  felt  thy  tyranny.  [To  K.  Rich. 

O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs. 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death  : 
Fainting,  defpair  ;  defpair ing,  yield  thy  breath. 
3  I  dv'd  for  Ho>pe,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid ; 

^  [To  Richm. 

But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd  : 
God  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide. 
And  Richard  fall  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

l^The  Ghofis  <vanifb. 
\K,  Richard  y?rtr/i  out  of  his  dream. 
K.  Rich.    Give    me   another   horfe— bind    up    my 
wounds. 
Have  mercy,  7^/«— foft,  I  did  but  dream. 

3  1  dydfor  Hope,]  /.  e.  I  died  for  wifhing  well  to  you.  But  Mr. 
Tbeobuld,  wirh  great  fagadty,  conieftured  hclpecr  aid-,  which  g=ive 
the  line  this  fine  fenfe,  /  died  for  gi-ving  thee  auibefrel  cculd  gi-.-e 
tbte  aid, 

O  2  '^  O  coward 
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4-  O  coward  confcience  !  how  doft  thou  afHidl  me  ?      ^  * 

The  lights  burn  blue is  it  not  dead  midnight  ? 

Cold  fearful  drops  Hand  on  my  trembling  flefh. 

What  ?  do  I  fear  my  felf  ?  there's  none  elfeby  ; 

Richard  loves  Richard  '»  that  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murthVer  here  ?  no  j  yes,  I  am. 

Then  fly — what,  from  my  felf?  great  reafon;  why? 

Left  I  revenge.     What  ?  my  felf  on  my  felf? 

I  love  my  felf.     Wherefore  ?  for  any  good. 

That  I  my  felf  have  done  unto  my  felf? 

O,  no.     Alas,  I  rather  liate  my  felf. 

For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  my  felf. 

I  am  a  villain  ;  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thy  felf  fpeak  well— Fool,  do  not  flatter. 

My  confcience  hath  a  thoufand  fev'ral  tongues, 

And  ev'ry  tongue  brings  in  a  fevVal  Tale, 

And  ev'ry  Tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 

Perjury,  perjury  in  high'ft  degree, 

Murther,  ftern  murther  in  the  dir'il  degree. 

All  feveral  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree. 

Throng  to  the  bar,  all  crying,  guilty,  guilty  ? 

I  fhall  defpair  :  there  is  no  creature  loves  me  : 

And  if  I  die,  no  foul  fliall  pity  me. 

Nay,  wherefore  fliould  they  :  fmce  that  I  my  felf 

Find  in  my  felf  no  pity  to  my  felf. 

Methought,  the  fouls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 

Came  to  my  tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 

To  morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 


4  0  ccnvard  Confcience  !]  This  is  extremely  fine.  The  fpeaker 
had  entirely  got  the  better  of  his  Confcience,  and  banifhed  it  from  all 
his  ivakitig  thoughts.  But  it  takes  advantage  of  his  fleep,  and 
trights  him  in  his  dreams.  With  great  elegance  therefore  he  is  made 
to  call  itco^u^ard  Confcience,  which  dares  not  encounter  him  while  he 
is  himfelf  awake,  and  his  faculties  entire  ;  but  takes  advantage  of 
reafon  being  oft'  its  gu:\rd,  and  the  powers  of  the  foul  diflblved  in 
fleep.  But  the  Players,  amongft  their  other  innumerable  abfurdities 
in  the  reprefentation  of  this  Tragedy,  make  Richard  fay,  infte^d  of 
0  ccivard  Confcience,  0  tyrant  Confcince!  whereby  not  only  a  great 
beauty  is  loft,  but  a  great  blunder  committed.  For  Richard  had  en- 
drely  got  the  better  of  his  Confcience  j  which  could,  on  no  account, 
therefore,  be  faid  to  play  the  tyrant  with  him. 
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Enter  Ratcliff. 

Rat.  My  lord, -^ — 

K.  Rich.  Who's  there? 

Rat.   Ratcliffy  my  lord.     The  early  village-COck 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn  ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliff,  I  fear,  T  fear  ~^^~~ 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadows. 

K.  Rich.  By  the  Apcltle  PauL  iliadows  to  night 
Have  ftruck  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  fubilance  of  ten  thoufand  foldiers 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  ihallow  Richmond, 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.     Come,  go  with  me  -, 
Under  our  tents,  I'll  play  the  eaves-dropper  j 
To  hear,  if  any  mean  to  fhrink  from  me. 

[^Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Ratclifr, 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond,  fitting  in  his  'Tent, 

Lords.   Good  morrow,  Richmond. 

Rich    'Cry  mercy,  lords  and  watchful  gentlemen. 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  fluggard  here. 

Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  lord  ? 

Rich.  The  fweeteft  fleep  and  fairell-boading  dreams. 
That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowfie  head. 
Have  I  fmce  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought,  their  fouls,  whofe  bodies  Richard  murther'dy- 
Carae  to  my  tent,  and  cried.  On  !  Victory  ! 
I  promife  you,  my  heart  is  very  jocund. 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning,  is'  it,  lords  ? 

Lords.   Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Richm.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm  and  give  dire«^ion. 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  on  ;  yet  remember  this, 
God  and  our  good  Caufe  fight  upon  our  fide : 
The  Pray'rs  of  holy  Saints,  and  wronged  fouls. 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks.  Hand  before  our  faces. 
Richard  except,  thofc,  whom  we  fight  againft, 

O  3  Ifed 
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Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 

>^or  what  Is  lie,  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemeni 

A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide  : 

One  raisM  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablilh'd^ 

One,  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 

And  ilaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him. 

A  bafe  foul  ftone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 

Of  England's  Chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fetj. 

One,  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy  j 

Then  if  you  fight  againll  God's  enemy, 

tjod  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  foldiers. 

If  you  do  fweat  to  put  a  Tyrant  down, 

You  fleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  flain : 

If  you  do  light  againft  your  Country's  foes. 

Your  Country's  Fat  fhall  pay  your  pains  the  Hfre. 

li  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  wives. 

Your  wives  fhall  welcome  home  the  conquerors* 

if  you  do  irto.  your  children  from  the  fword. 

Your  children's  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 

Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  thefe  rights, 

-Advance  your  ftandards ;  draw  your  willing  fwords* 

For  me,  theranfom  of  my  bold  attempt 

Shall  be  this  cold  corps  on  the  earth's  cold  face; 

But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 

The  leall  of  you  Ihall  fhare  his  part  thereof. 

tSound,  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly,  cheerfiiily  ; 

God;,  and  Saint  George  !  Richmond,  and  vidlory  ! 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  King  Richard,  RatclifF  and  Catefoy. 
K.  Rich.  Vvhat  fajd   Northumberland,    as  touching 

Richmo?id  P 
Rat'  That  he  was  nev^er  trained  up  in  arms. 
K.  Rich.  He  faid  the  truth ;  and  what  faid  Surrey 

then  ? 
Rat.  He  fmil'd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpofe. 
K.  Rich.  He  was  i'th'  right,  and  fo,  indeed,  it  is. 
Tell  the  clock  there— giv*  me  a  Kalendar. 

[Clock  Jirike!, 
■  Who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  ? 
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Rat.  Not  I,  lAylord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  difdains  to  ihlne;  for,  by  the  bOt>k, 
He  ihould  have  brav'd  the  Eaft  an  hour  ago— — 
A  black  day  it  will  be  to  fome  body,  Ratclif. 

Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  The  Sun  will  not  be  feen  to  day; 
The  fky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  army-.^ — . 

I  would  thefe  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground . 

Not  fhine  to  day  ?  why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond?  for  the  felf-fame  heav''35^  • 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 
Enter  Norfolk. 

l^or.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord,  the  foe- vaunts  in  the  field/ 

K.  Rich.  Come,  buftle,  buftle-^caparifon  my  horfe. 
Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  Power ; 
I  will  lead  forth  my  foldiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  battle  fhall  be  ordered. 
My  Forward  Ihall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length, 
Confifting  equally  of  horfe  and  foot : 
Our  Archers  fhall  be  placed  in  the  m-idfl  j 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  foot  and  horfe. 
They  thus  direfted,  we  our  felf  will  follow 
In  the -main  battle,  which  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefefl  horfe  : 

This  and  St.  George  to  boot ! What  think'H  thou, 

Norfolk?^ 

Nor.  A  good  direftion,  warlike  Sovereign. 
This  paper  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[Gi'ving  a  fcroivL 
Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  fo  hold,  [Reads. 

For  Dickon  thy  mafler  is  bought  and  fold, 

K.  Rich.  A  thing  devifed  by  the  enemy. 
Go,  gentlemen ;  go,  each  man  to  his  Charge. 
Let  not  our  babling  dreams  affright  our  fouls  j 
Ctmfcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe, 
Devis'd  at  firfl  to  keep  the  flrong  in  awe : 
©ur  flrong  arms  be  our  confcience,  fwords  our  law. 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell. 
If  not  to  heav'n,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 
What  fhall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferred  I 

O  4  Remembe?, 
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K'femember,  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 

A  fort  of  vagabonds,  of  rafcals,  run-aways, 

A  fcum  oi  Britons^  and  bafe  lackey-peafants. 

Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  Country  vomits  forth 

To  defperate  adventures  and  dellrudlion. 

You  llceping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unreft  : 

You  having  lands,  and  bleft  with  beauteous  wives,        "^ 

^  They  would  reftrain  t;he  one,  diftain  the  other. 

And  who  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow. 

Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  (a)  his  mother's  coll  \ 

A  milk-fop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 

Felt  {q  much  cold,  as  over  fhoes  in  fnow. 

let's  whip  thefe-flragglers  o'er  the  feas  again, 

Lafti  hence  thefe  over-weening  rags  of  Trance^ 

Thefe  famiih'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives ; 

Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 

For  want  of  Means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  themfelves. 

If  we  be  conquered,  let  men  conquer  us. 

And  not  thefe  baiiard  Britons ^  whom  our  fathers 

Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,   bobb'd  and  thump'd  ; 

And  on  record  left  them  the  heirs  of  fhame. 

Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lye  with  our  wives  ? 

Kavilh  our  daughters  ? hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

[^Drum  afar  off^ 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England  ;  f.ght,  bold  yeomen ! 
J)raw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head  : 
Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood  : 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  ftaves ! 

Enter  a  MeJTenger. 

What  faTs  lord  Stanley,  will  he  bring  his  Power? 

Mef.   My  lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Rk^.  Off  with  his  fon  Georgis  head. 

Nor.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  pafc  the  marfh ; 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich.  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bofom. 
Advance  our  ftandajds,  fet  upon  our  foes ; 

5  They  'Would  RESTRAIN  f/^f  one,  diftain  the  other.  ]  l%e  offe  means 
the  Lands ;  tie  other  their  wives.     It  is  plain  then  we  fhould  read. 
The;/ •u'cuhl  D\ZTK.M-s,   i.  e.   feize  upon. 
i'  (a)  k/j.     Mr.  TheQhU.-'Vulg.  our,  ] 

,   ■"'  Our 
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Oar  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  St.  George, 

Jnfplre  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons* 

Upon  them  !  Vi6lory  fits  on  our  helms.  [MxeunU 

SCENE    VIII. 
Alarum.     Excurftons.      F«/^r  Catefby. 
Catef.  Refcue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  refcue,  refcue : 
The  King  enads  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
^  Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger ! 
His  horfe  is  (lain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights. 
Seeking  for  Richnond  in  the  throat  of  death. 
Refcue,  fair  lord,  or  elfe  the  day  is  loft. 

Alarum.       Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Rich.  A  horfe !  a  horfe !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe ! 
Catef  Withdraw,  my  lord,  I'll  help  you  to  a  horfe. 
K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  Caft, 
And  I  will  (land  the  hazard  of  the  Dye : 
I  think,  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field; 
Five  have  I  flain  to  day  inflead  of  him. 
A  horfe !  a  horfe !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  !      {Exeunt. 
Alarums.     Enter  King  Richaid   a7id  Richmond  j   they 

fighty  Richard  is  fain. 
Retreat  and  flourijh.     Enter  Richmond,  Stanley  bearing 
the  Cro'wnf  ivith  dingers  other  lords. 
Richm.  God  and  your  arms  be  praisM,   vidorioas 
friends. 
The  day  is  ours !  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stan.  Couragious   Richmond,  well  haft  thou  acquit 
thee : 
Lo,  here  thefe  long-ufurped  royalties. 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch. 
Have  I  pluckt  oft;  to  grace  thy  brows  withal. 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  '  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

Richft. 

6  Darikg  an  cppojite  to  ev''ry  danger!  ]   We  fliould  read, 

A     DARING     Ofpof.tC. 

-J  and  make  use  of  it.]  Some  oid  books  re3d,f»ake  much 

$f  it :  and  therefore  iMr.  Theobald  reads  fo  too :  but  very  fooMily, 

.Without  doubt  Shake/pear  himfelf  thus  coneftcd  it,  to  make  ufe  of 
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Rtch'm.  Great  -God  of  heaven,  fay,  Amen,  to  all !  . 
Bat  tell  me  firft,  is  young  George  Stanley  living? 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  fafe  in  Leiceflrer  town  ; 
Whither,  if  you  fo  pleafe,  we  may  withdraw  us, 

Rhhm.  What  men  of  Name  are  flain  on  either  fide  T' 

Stan.   'John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  the  lord  Ferris, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenhury,  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Interr  their  bodies  as  beco^nes  thetr  birth?. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled. 
That  in  fubmilfion  will  return  to  us. 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament. 
We  will  unite  the  white  Rofe  and  the  red. 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fairconjunftion, 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity  ? 
What  traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  not.  Amen  ? 
England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcarrM  herfelf.; 
The  brother  blindly  fhed  the  brother's  blood. 
The  father  raflily  flaughter'd  his  own  fon, 
'.('he  fons,  compelPd,  been  butchers  to  the  firei 
Ail  this  divided  Tork  and  Lancafter, 
Divided  in  their  dire  divifion. 
O  now  let  Richmo7id  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  Succeeders  of  each  royal  Houfe, 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  f 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth-fac'd  peace. 
With  fmiling  plenty,  and  fair  profp'rous  days. 
Abate  the  ^dge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord  ! 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again,: 
And  make  poor  .E/?^/^«^  weep  in  ftreams  of  blood-. 
Let  them  not  live  to  talle  this  land's  increafe. 
That  would  with  treafon  wound  this  fair  land's  peace. 
Now  civil  wounds  are  ilopp'd.  Peace  lives  agen  : 
That  Ihe  may  long  live  here,  God  fay.  Amen !   [Exeunt. 

it.:  Wliich  fignifies  don't  abufe  it  like  the  Tyrant  you  have  de- 
^royed  ;  whereas  the  other  reading  make  much  of  it,  fignifies  be  fond- 
♦/  it  j  a  veiy  ridiculous  moral  for  the  conclulion  of  the  Play. 
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Ac  T  IIL   Scene  I.   page  235. 

rhus  like  the  forvialY icz.  Iniquity,  ^c]  As  this 
corrupt  reading  in  the  common  books  hath  occafion-  , 
ed  oiir  faying  fomething  of  the  barbarities  of  theatrical 
reprefentations  amongft  us  before  the  time  oi  Shake/peart 
it  may  not  be  improper  for  a  better  apprehenfion  of  this 
whole  matter  to  give  the  reader  fome  general  account  of 
the  rife  and  progrefs  of  the  modern  Stage. 

The  firft  form,  in  which  the  Drama  appeared  in  the 
Weft  of  Europe,  after  the  deftrudion  of  learned  Greece 
and  Rojne,  and  that  a  calmof  Dulnefs  had  finilhed  upon 
letters  what  the  rage  of  barbarifm  had  begun,  was  that 
of  the  Myileries.  Thefe  were  the  falhionable  and  fa- 
vourite diverfions  of  all  Ranks  of  people  both  in  France, 
Spain,  and  England.  In  which  laft  place,  as  we  learn 
by  Sto^.v,  they  were  in  ufe  about  the  time  of  Richard 
the  Second  and- i/^«ry  the  Fourth.  As  to  Italy,  by 
what  I  can  find,  the  firft  rudiments  of  their  Stage,  with 
regard  to  the  matter,  were  prophane  fubjeds,  and,  with 
regard  to  the  form,  a  corruption  of  the  ancient  Mimes 
and  Attellanes:  By  which  means  they  got  fooner  into 
the  right  road  than  their  neighbours ;  having  had  regu- 
lar plays  amongft  them  wrote  as  early  as  the  fifteenth- 
Century.. 

As  to  thefe  Myjieries,  they  were,  as  their  name  fpeaks 
them,  a  reprefentation  of  fome  fcripture-ftory,  to  the  life  : 
as  may  be  feen  from  the  following  paftage  in  an  old 
French  hiftory,  intitled  La  Chrojiique  de  Metz  compofee 
par  le  cure  de  St,  Euchaire ;  which  will  give  the  reader 
no  bad  idea  of  the  furprizing  abfurdity  of  thefe  ftrange 
reprefentations.  "  L'an  1437  le  3  Juillet  (fays  the  honeji 
*'  chronicler)  fut  fait  le  Jeu  de  la  Paflion  de  N.  S.  en. 
"  la  plalne  de  Veximiei.  Et  fat  Dieu  un  fire  appellee 
"  Seigneur  NicoUe  Dom  Neufchaftel,  lequel  etoit  Cure 
"  de  St.  Vidloar  de  Metz,  lequel  fut  prefque  mort  en 
"  la  Croix,  s'il  ne  fut  ete  iecourus ;  &  convient  qu'un 
"_  autre  Pretre  fut  mis  en  la  Croix  pour-parfaire  le  Per- 

"  fonnage 
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fonnage  du  Giiicifiment  pour  ce  jour  f  &  le  lendemail\ 
".  le  dit  Cure  de  St.  Vidour  parfit  la  Refurre»5lion,  et 
**  fit  tres  hautcment  fon  perfonnage;  et  dura  le  dit  Jeu 

** Et  autre  Pretre  qui   s'   ap^^cUoit  Mre.  Jean  dc 

**  Nice^v  qui  eftolt  Chapeiain  de  Metrange,  fut  Judas ; 
.  *^  lequel  fut  prefque  mort  en  pendant,  car  le  cuer  li 
^  faillit,  &  fut  bien  hdtivement  dependu  &  portc  en 
*'  Voye.  Et  etoit  la  bouche  d'Enfer  tres-bien  faite  ; 
"  car  eile  ouvroit  &  clooit,  quand  les  Diables  y  vou- 
**  loient  entrer  &  ifler ;  et  avoit  deux  grofs  Culs 
**  d'Acier,  <S:c.'*  Alluding  to  this  kind  of  reprefen- 
'*  tations  Archbifliop  Harfnety  in  his  Declaration  of 
'*  Popijh  Impojfures,  p.  71.  fays,  "  The  little  Children 
"  were  never  fo  afraid  of  Hell-mouth  in  the  old  Plays,. 
**  painted  with  great  gang  teeth,  flaring  eyes,  and  foul 
*'  bottle  nofe  "  Careav  in  his  Sur<vey  ofCorn^tvaH,  gives 
a  fuller  defcription  of  them  in  thefe  words,  "  The  Guary 
*'  Miracle^  m  EiigUJJ^  a  Miracle  Flay,  is  a  kind  of  inter- 
'*  iude  compiled  in  Cornijh  out  ef  fome  Scripture-hiftory. 
*'  For  reprefenting  it,  they  raife  an  earthen  Amphithe- 
"  p-tre  in  fome  open  Field,  having  the  diameter  of  his, 
-'  inclofed  Playne,  fome  40  or  50  foot.  The  country 
'*  people  flock  from  all  fides  many  miles  off,  to  hear 
"  and  fee  it.  For  they  have  therein  Devi's  and 
■'  Devices,  to  dehght  as  well  the  eye  as  the  ear.  The 
'*  Players  conne  not  their  parts  without  book,  but  are 
'•'  prompted  by  one  called  the  Ordinary,  who  follow- 
*''  eth  at  their  back  with  the  book  in  his  hand,  l^c.  ^c,"^ 
There  was  alv/ays  a  Droll  or  ButFoon  in  thefe  Myjieries^ 
to  make  the  People  mirth  with  his  fufFerings  or  abfurdi- 
ties :  and  they  could  think  of  no  better  a  perfonage  to  fuf- 
tain  this  part  than  the  Z)f-x77  himfelf .  Even  in  the  My- 
fter^  of  the  Pafpon  mentioned  above,  it  was  contrived  to 
make  him  ridiculous.  Which  circumfrance  is  hinted  at 
by  Shake/pear  (who  has  frequent  allufions  to  thefe 
thing?)  in  the  Naming  of  the  Shre^v,  where  one  of  the 
PLiycrs  afks  for  a  little  Vinegar  (as  a  property)  to  make- 
their  Devil  roar.  For  after  the  fpuiige  with  the  Gall 
kud  Vinegar  had  been  employed  in  the  reprefentation, 
t'iey  ufed  to  clap  it  to  the  nofe  of  the  Devil  j  which 
making  iiim  roar,  as  if  it  had  been  holy-^u-}aUr,z&(^r^- 

ed: 
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ed  infinite  diverfion  to  the  People.  So  that  Vinegar  ■ 
in  the  old  Farces^  was  always  afterwards  in  uie  to 
torment  their  Devil.  We  have  divers  old  Englijh 
Proverbs,  in  which  the  Devil  is  reprefented  as  ading 
or  futFering  ridiculoufly  and  abfurdly,  which  all  arofe 
from  the  part  he  bore  in  thefe  Mypries,  as  in  that, 

for  inftance,  of Great  cry  and  little   ivool,    as 

the  De^ilfaid  'when  he  Jheared  his  hogs.  For  the 
fheep-ftiearing  of  Nahal  being  reprefented  in  the  My- 
ftery  of  Dan}id  and  Abigail,  and  the  Devil  always  at- 
tending Nabal,  was  made  to  imitate  it  by  /hearing  a 
Hog.  This  kind  of  abfurdity,  as  it  is  the  properefl 
to  create  laughter,  was  the  fubjeft  of  the  ridiculous^ 
in  the  ancient  Mimes,  as  we  learn  from  thefe  words 
of  St.  Aujiin :  Ne  faciamus  iit  Mimi  folent,  et  optetnu: 
a  Lihero  Aquam,  a  Lymphis  Vinum  ^ 

Tiiefe  Myjleries,  we  fee,  were  given  in  France  at  firft,  . 
as  well  as  in  England,  fuh  dio,  and  only  in  the  Pro-vinces, 
Afterv/ards  we  find  them  got  mto  Paris,  and  a  Company  - 
ellablilhed  in  the  Hotel  de  Bcurgogne  to  reprefent  them. 
But  good  Letters  and  Religion  beginning  to  make  their 
way  in  the  latter  end  of  the  reign  of  Francis  the  Firft, 
the  ftupidity  and  prophanenefs  of  the  Myfteries  made 
the  Courtiers  and  Clergy  join  their  intereft  for  their 
fupprefiion.     Accordingly,  in  the  year  1541,  the  Pro- 
cureur-General,  in  the  name  of  the  King,  prefented  a 
Pequeji  againft  the  Company  to  the  Parliament.     The 
three  principal  branches  of  his  charge  againft  them  were, 
that  the  reprefentation  of  the  Old-Teftament-Stories  in- 
clined the  people  to  Judaifm  ;  That  the  New^Teftament- 
Stories  encouraged  libertinifm  and  infidelity  ;  and  that 
both  of  them  leffened  the  Charities  to  the  Poor :  It  feems 
that  tliis  profecution  fucceeded  ;  for,  in  1 548,  the  Parlia- 
ment of  Paris  confirmed  the  company  in  the  pofieflion 
of  the  Hotel  de  Bourgogne,  but  interdided  the  reprefen- 
tation of  the  Myfteries.     But  in  Spain,  we  find  by  Cer- 
H}antes,  that  they  continued  much  longer  ',  and  held 
their  own,,  even  after  good  Comedy  came  in  amongft 
rhem:  As  appears  from  the  excellent  Critique  of  the 
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Canon;  in  the  fourth  book,  where  he  Ihews  how  the 
oki  extravagant  Romances  might  be  made  the  founda- 
tion of  a  regular  Epic  (which,  he  fays,  tambUn  fuede 
efcti'vlrfe  en  pro/a  com  en  *ver/o;  »)  as  the  Myfiery- 
Piayj  might  be  improved  into  artful  Comedv,  His 
words  are  Pues  que  ft  'venimos  a  ias  Comedias  'di<vinas^ 
^^e  de  milagros  falfos  fingen  en  ellas,  que  de  cofas  apo. 
crifas,  y  mal  entendidas,  attrihueyendo  a  unr  Santo  Icy 
milagros  de  otre  J  ;  which  mrde  ihtm  fo  fond  of 
Miracles  that  they  introduced  them  into  ias  Comedias 
kumanas,  as  he  calls  them.      To  return ; 

Upon,  this  prohibition,  the  French  poets  turned 
themfelves  from  Religious  to  Moral  Farcer.  And 
in  this  we  foon  followed  them  :  The  publiG  tafte 
jiot  fufFering  any  greater  alteration  at  firft,  tho'  the 
Italians  at  this  time  afforded  many  jult  compofitions  for 
better  Models.  Thefe  Farces  they  CdXl^di  Moralities. 
Pierre  Gringore»  one  of  their  old  Poets  printed  one  of 
thefe  Moralities,  intitled  La  Moralite  de  t Homme  Oh^ 
fine.     The  Perfons  of  the  Drama  are  P Homme  Ohjiine 

"  Pugnition  Di^vine Simonie  ■- Hypocrifie 

. and  Demerites-Commune^.     The  Homme  Obfiini 

is  the  Atheift,  and  comes  in  blafpheming^  and  deter- 
mined to  perfift  in  his  impieties.  Then  Pugnition  Di- 
'vine  appears,  fitting  on  a  throne  in  the  Air,  and  me- 
nacing the  Atheill:  with  punifhment.  After  this  Scene, 
Simonie,  ^  Hypocrifie  and  uemerites-Communes  appear  and 
play  their  parts.  In  conclufion,  Pugnition  Divine  re- 
turns, preaches  to  them,  upbraids  them  with  their 
Crimes,  and,  in  fhort,  draws  them  all  to  repentance, 
all  but  the  Homme  Ohfiine,  who  perfifts-  in  hisimpiety', 
and  is  dellroyed  for  an  example.  To  this  fad  ferioiis 
fubjea  they  added,  tho'  in  a  feparate  reprefentation,  a 
merry  kind  of  Farce  called  Sottie,  in  which- there  was 
un  Pay/an  [the  Clo^^m']  under  the  name  of  Sot  commun 
[or  Foi,l'\  But  we,  who  borrowed  all  thefe  delicacies 
from  the  French,  blended  the  Moralite  and  Sot  tie  toge- 
ther: So  that  the  Pfi>/^?»  or  Sot-commun,  the  Clo^.vn  qx 
Fool,  goc  a  place  in  our  ferious  Moralities:  Whofe  bun- 

'     »  B,  4.  c.  zo,  3  lb.  21, 

nefs 
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ttefs  we  may  may  underftend  in  the  frequent  allufion. 
our  ShakefLriL)^^^  to-them:  As  m  that  fine  fpeech  - 
^n  the  tiinnin^of  the  third  Ad  of  M..>r./.r  Mea^ 
fire,  where  we  have  this  obfcure  paffage, 

. .^  marly  thSu  art  Death'j  Fool, 

For  him  thou  hboury  by  thy  fiight  tfjhun. 
And  yet  runnji  toivrd  himplL 

For,  in  thefe  M.raliti^,  the  Fool  of  the  piece,  in  ord^r 
to  (hew  the  inevitable  approaches  of  D.^//&,  (another  o.  - 
the  Dramatis  Perfcme)  is  made  to  employ  all  his  Strata-  • 
sems  to  avoid  him;  which,  as  the  matter  is  ordered, 
bring  the  Fooh  at   every  turn,  into  tne  very  Jaws  of 
kis  enemy :    So  that  a  reprefentation  of  thefe  Scenes 
would  afford  a  great  deal  of  good  mirth  ^nd  morals 
mixed  together.     The  very  fame  thmg  is  again  alluded . 
to  in  thefe  lines  of  Zo'i'fV  Labour  loft. 

So  Voxttnt-like  Tnvould  o'er-rule  his  State, 
7hatheJhouldbefnyYQQ\,  and  1  his  Fate. 

Aa.  iv.  Sc.  2- 

But  the  Frcvch,  as  we  fay,  keeping  thefe  two  forts  of" 
Farces  diftind,  they  became,  in  time,  the  Parents  of 
Tragedy  and  Comedy,  while  we,  by  jumbhng  them  to= 
gether,  begot  in  an  evil  hour,  that  rnungi-el  Species    un^ 
known  to  Nature  and  Antiquity,  called  rragi-Comedj, 
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I  Come  no  more  to  make  you  laughs  things  noiv,. 
That  bear  a  ^Meighty  and  a  ferious  bronx;, 
Sady  high,  and  working,  full  of  flat  e  and  woe  ', 
Such  noble  fcenes,  as  draw  the  eye  tofowy 
We  /hall  frefent .     thofe,  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear  ; 
Ihe  fubjea<  will  defer've  it.     Such,  as  gi've 
Their  money  out  9 f.  hope  they  may  belienje. 
May  here  find  truth  too.     Thofe,  that  come  to  fee 
Only  ajhow  or  two,  (andfo  agree-, 
the  Flay  may  pafs)  If  they  be  ft  ill  and' willing, . 
Ill  undertake,  may  fee  away  their  jhilling  ^ 
Richly  in  twojhort  hours.     Only  they, 
Voat  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play  5 
A  noife  of  targets  ;  or  to  fee  a  fellow 
In  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded  with  yellow  ; 
Will  be  decei'vd:  for,  gentle  hearers  know, 
To  rank  our  chofen  truth  with  fuch  aJhow 
As  fo9l  and  fight  is,  (befides  forfeiting 
Our  own  brains,  and  th'  opinion  that  we  bring 
To  mahe  that  only  true  we  now  intend) 
Will  leave  us  ne'er  an  underftanding  friend. 
Therefore,  for  goodnefs'  fake,  as  you  are  known  - 
Thefirfi  and  happiefl  hearers  of  the  town. 
Be  fad,  as  we  would  make  ye.     Think  ye  fee-. 
The  'very  perfons  of  our  noble  fiory. 
As  they  were  living  :  think,  you  fee  them  great. 
And  follow'' d  with  the  general  throng,  and  fweai  ■ 
Of  thdufand  friends  ;   Then,  in  a  moment,  fee 
How  foon  this  mightinefs  meets  Mifery  ! 
And,  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  F II  fay, 
A  man  may  weep  upon  his  fi'J€dding-day> . 
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Dramatis  Perfonas. 

KING  llemy  the  Eighth, 

Cardinal  Wolfey,  hisjirji  Minifler  and  Favourite, 

Cranmer,  JrchbiJhopofQ2intQih\xry» 

/)z^/^fo/ Norfolk. 

Duke  o/'Buckingham. 

Dai^o/ Suffolk. 

Earlcf^unty. 

Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cardinal  Campeius,  the  Pope^s  Legat. 

Capucius,  Jfnbafador  from  the  Emperor  Charles  the  Fifth. 

Sir  Thomas   Audleie,   Lord  Keeper  after  Sir  Thomas 

More;  and  thcti  Lord  Chancellor, 
Gardiner,  Bijhop  <7/^Winchelier. 
Bijhop  of  Lincoln. 
Lord  Abergavenny. 
Lord  Sands. 
Sir  Henry  Guilford. 
Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 
Sir  Anthony  Denny. 
Sir  Nicholas  Vaux. 
^;>  William  Sands. 

Cromwel,/;;/?  Servant  to  Wolfey,  afterivards  to  the  King, 
Griffith,  Gentleman-Ujher  to  ^teen  Catharine. 
^hree  Gentlemen. 

Voaor  Butts,  Phyftcian  to  the  King. 
Garter,  King  at  Arms. 
Surveyor  to  the  Duke  o/'Buekingh.am. 
Brandon,  and  Serjeant  at  Arms. 
Door- Keeper  of  the  CounciI-Cha7nber, 
Porter,  and  his  Man. 

Slueen  Catharine,/^  Wife  to  King  Henry,  aftervjards 

divorced, 
Anne  Bullen,  beloved  by  the  King,  and  afterv;ards  mar* 

riedtohim 
An  old  Lady,  Friend  to  Anne  Bullen. 
Patience,  Woman  of  the  Bed-chamber  to  ^lueen  Catharine. 
Several  Lords  and  Ladies  in  the  Dumb  Shevos.      Women 
attending  upan  the  ^een ;  Spirits,  vjhich  appear  to  her. 
Scribes,  Officers,  Guards^  and  other  Attendants. 
The  SCENE   lies  moftly  in  London  and  Wefminferi 
one?,  at  Kimbolton^ 
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An  Antichamber  i«  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  at  one  door :  at  the  other, 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  lord  Aberga- 
venny, 

BUCKINGH  AM. 

GOOD  morrow,  and  well  met.     How  have  yon 
done. 
Since  lail  we  faw  in  France  ? 
Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace  : 
Healthful,  and  ever  fmce  a  frclh  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 
Staid  me  a  prifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Thofe  funs  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men. 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde, 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde : 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  'em  falute  on  horfe-back. 
Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  have 

weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time, 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifoner. 

Nor.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  glory  :  men  might  fay, 

'  'Till 
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*■  'Till  this  time  Pomp  was  fmgle,  but  now  marry'd 
To  one  above  it  felf.     Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  mafler,  'till  the  laft 
-  Made  former  wonders,  it's.     To  day  the  Fre>tch, 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods. 
Shone  down  the  EngVJh  -,  and  to  morrow  they 
Made  Britain^  India  :  every  man  that  ftood, 
IShew'd  like  a  mine.     Their  dwarfiih  pages  were 
As  Cherubins,  all  gilt ;  the  Madams  too. 
Not  usM  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them  ;  ^  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting*     Now  this  mafk 
Was  cry'd,  incomparable  ;  and  th'  enfuing  night         J 
Made  it  a  fool  and  beggar.     The  two  Kings,  '^ 

Equal  in  luHre,  were  now  befl;,  now  worft. 
As  prefence  did  prefent  them ;  iiim  in  eye. 
Still  him  in  praife ;  and  being  prefent  both, 
'Twas  faid,  they  faw  but  one  ;  and  no  difcerner 
^  Durft  wag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.     When  thefe  funs 
(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds  challeng'd 
The  noble  fpirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compafs  j  that-old  fabulous  ftory 
(Being  now  feen  poffible  enough)  got  credit ; 
That  5  Be'vis  was  believ'd. 

£uci.  Oh,  yon  go  far. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfhip,  and  afFefl 
In  honour,  honefly ;  the  trad  of  every  thing 

1  "77//  this  time  Pcmp  ivas/mgle,  hut  new  marry'' d 

To  oneabyveitfelf. — ]  The  thought  i?  odd  and  whtmfical  ;  and 
obfcure  enough  to  need  an  explanation — — 'Till  this  time  (fays  the 
fpeakcr)  Pomp  led  a  fingle  life,  as  not  finding  a  hufoand  able  to  fup- 
port  her  according  to  her  dignity  j  but  ihe  has  now  got  one  in  Henry 
VJII.  who  could  fupport  her  even  above  her  condition  in  finery^ 

Z  Made  former  ifonders,  it^s. — ]  i.  e.   the  laft  drew  over  all  the 
former  wonders  into  it  felf,  as  the  greater  draws  the  lefs, 

3  that  their  'very  labour 

Was  to  them  as  a  painting ]  i.  c.  the  labour  they  fuftained  in 

bearing  the  weight  of  their  fiaery,  gave  them  fo  frefh  a  colour,  as 
faved  the  trouble  and  expence  of  pa'mting. 

4  Durft  ivag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.—]  Censure  for  determinatioE, 
of  which  had  the  ncbleft  appearance. 

5  Bmis\  Tiit  eld  romantic  legend  of  Bevis  of  Southampton. 

Mr.  ¥ofe. 

Would 
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Would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lofe  fome  life. 
Which  Aa:ion's  felf  was  tongue  to.     ^  AllVas  royal ; 
To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebelled ; 
Order  gave  eadi  thing  view ;  The  office  did 
Diftinaiy  his  full  funftion. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean,  who  fet  the  body  and  the  linibs 
Of  this  gre5.t  fport  together,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Nor.-  One,  fure,  ^  diat  promifes  no  element 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  Pray  you,  who,  my  lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  order'd  by  the  good  difcretion 
Of  the  right  rev'rend  Cardinal  of  Tori. 

Buck.  The  devil  fpeed  him  !  no  man's  pye  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  finger.     Wiiat  had  he 
To  do  in  thefc  fierce  vanities  ?  1  wonder, 

8  That  fuch  a  ketch  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  6'th'  beneficial  fun. 

And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Yet,  furely.  Sir, 
There's  in  him  fluff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends. 
Forbeing  not  propt  by  anceflry,  whofe  grace 
Chalks  fucceflbrs  their  way ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  th'  Crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  alfiflants ;  but  fpider-like 

Out  of  his  felf  drawn  web; this  gives  us  note. 

The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  ; 

9  A  gift  that  heaven  gives ;  which  buys  for  him 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Jhr»  I  cannot  tell 

6  All  was  royal,  &c.]  This  fpeech  was  given  in  all  the 

jditicns  to  Buckingham  j  but  improperly.  For  he  wanted  informati- 
on, having  kept  his  chamber  during  the  Iblemnity.  J  have  there- 
fore given  it  to  Norfolk. 

7  ' — that  frcmifes  no  tiemtnt']  element ,  for  talent,  capacity. 

8  That  fuch  a  ketch——]   Ketch,  from  the  Italian   Caiccbic^ 
iignifying  a  tub,  barrel,  or  hogfliead.     Skinner,     Mr.  Po/>e. 

9  ■^  Sifi  ^l^"^  hea-ven  gives  for  him,  'which  huys 

A  piece  next  to  the  King.]  It  is  evident  a  word  or  two  in  the 
ientence  is  mifplaced,  and  that  w«  ihould  read, 

A  gift  that  heaven  gives ;  ivhicb  buys  for  bim 
A  f>la(e  next  to  the  King 

What 
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What  heav'n  hath  giv'n  him  ;  let  fome  graver  eye 

Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 

Peep  through  each  part  of  him }    '  whence  has  he  that  ? 

Ji  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard, 

Or  has  given  all  before  ;  and  he  begins 

A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck.  Why  the  devil. 
Upon  this  French  Going  out,  took  he  upon  him^ 
Without  the  privity  o'th'  King,  t'appoint 
Who  fhould  attend  him  ?  he  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  :  for  the  moft  part  fuch. 
To  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  And  his  own  letter 
(The  honourable  board  of  council  out) 
^  Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers, 

jiber.  I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leaft,  that  have 
By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  eftates,  that  never 
They  Ihall  abound  as  formerly. 

Back.  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  mannors  on  *eitl 
For  this  great  journey.     What  did  this  vanity 
But  miniller  communication  of 
A  moft  poor  ifiue  ? 

Nor.   Grievingly,  I  think. 
The  peace  between  the  Fretich  and  us  not  values 
The  coft,  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.   5  Every  man, 
After  the  hideous  fiorm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  infpir'd  ;  and  not  confulting,  broke 

nvhetice  ben  he  that. 


If  not  from  hell  f  the  de'vil—]  This  ill  pointing  makes  nonfeiife 
of  the  thought,  T  have  regulated  it  as  it  now  ftands. 

a  Muf  fetch  in  him  he  papers.]  He  papers,  a  verb  j  his  own  letter, 
ly  his  own  fingle  authority,  and  without  the  concurrence  of  the 
council,  muft  fetch  in  him'whom  he  papers  down, — I  don't  under- 
hand it  unlefs  this  be  the  meaning.  Mr.  Pope, 

3    E'very  man, 

jifterthe  hideous  Jiorm  that  folloiu'd,  &c  ]  His  author.  Hall, 
fays,  Monday  iSth  day  of  June  there  blenv  fuch  ftorms  of  ivind  and 
<a;eafher  that  marx'el  was  to  hear  ;  for  which  hideous  tempeji  fome  fatd 
itivas  a  fny  prormfiication  of  trouble  and  hatred  to  come  between  pnrt' 
ca.     In  Henry  VIII.  p.  8c. 

Into 
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Into  a  general  prophefie,  that  this  tempeft, 
j^afhing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on*t. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out : 
For  France  hath  flavv'd  the  league,  and  hath  attached 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bmrdeaux. 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore 
4Th'  ambafiador  is  filenc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry,  is't. 

Jber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace,  and  purchased 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate  ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  this  bufinefs 
Our  rev'rend  Cardinal  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 
The  ftate  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.     I  advife  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart,  that  wilhes  towards  you 
^  Honour  and  plenteous  fafety ;)  that  you  read 
The  Cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together  :  to  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effed,  wants  not 
A  minifter  in  his  pow'r.     You  know  his  nature. 
That  he's  revengeful ;  and,  I  know,  his  fword 
Hath  a  fliarp  edge  :  it's  long,  and,  't  may  be  faid. 
It  reaches  far  ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend. 
Thither  he  darts  it.     Bofom  up  my  counfel. 
You'll  find  it  wholefome.     Lo,  where  comes  that  rock^ 
That  I  advife  your  fhunning. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  the  purfe  home  before  him,  cer* 
tain  of  the  guard,  and  tn^vo  fecretaries  ^jcith  Papers  ; 
the  Cardinal  in  his  paffage  fixeth  his  eye  on  Bucking- 
ham, ^«^Buckingham(7« /^z>//,   both  full  of  difdain. 

Wol.  The  Duke  of  5ari/«g-y6^«i's  furveyor  ?  ha? 

4  72>'  amhajfador  is  filenc'd  ?]  St/enc'd  for  recali'd.  This  being 
proper  to  be  faid  of  an  Orater  ;  and  an  ambaSTador  or  publick  mini- 
iter  being  called  an  Orator,  he  applies//e«cV  to  ambaflb.dor. 

5  Honour  and  plenteous  fafety,^']  plenteous,  for  full,  entire.  But 
full  alfo  fignifying  plenteous  he  ufes  plenteous  to  denote  entire. 

Vol.  V.  P  Where's 
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Where's  his  examination  ? 
Seer.  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Wol.  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 
Seer.  Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Wol.  Well,  we  fhall  then  know  more  ; 
And  B-uckingham  fhall  leffen  this  big  look. 

\^Exeunt  Cardinal  and  his  tram. 
Buck.   This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  pow'r  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore  beil 
Not  wake  him  in  his  flumber.     A  beggar's  book 
Out-worths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaf 'd  ? 
Afk  God  for  temp'rance  ;  that's  th'  appliance  only. 
Which  your  difeafe  requires. 

Btiek.  I  read  in's  looks 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me  as  his  abje<^  objed  ;  at  this  inftant 
He  bores  me  with  fome  trick,  he's  gone  to  th'  King : 
I'll  follow  and  out-flare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord  ; 
And  let  your  reafon  with  your  choler  quefllon 
What  'tis  you  go  about.     To  climb  fteep  hills. 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.     Anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way. 
Self-mettle  tires  him  :  not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me,  like  you :  be  to  your  felf. 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  I'll  to  the  King, 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ip/nvich  fellow's  infolence  ;  or  proclaim. 
There's  diff 'rcnce  in  no  perfons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot. 
That  it  do  fmge  your  felf.     We  may  out-run 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at ; 
And  lofe  by  over-running  •  know  you  not. 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  'till't  ran  o'er. 
Seeming  t'  augment  it,  waftes  ?t  ?  be  advis'd : 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englijh  Soul 
More  llronger  to  dired  you  than  your  felf; 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench. 
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Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  paflion. 

Buck.  Sir, 
I'm  thankful  to  you,  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  Prefcription  ;  but  this  top-proud  fellow. 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
^  From  fmcere  motions  j  by  intelligence. 
And  proofs  as  dear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck.  To  th'  King  I'll  fay't,  and  make  my  vouch  as 
ftrong 

As  ftiore  of  rock.^ Attend.     This  holy  fox. 

Or  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  ravenous. 

As  he  is  fubtle ;  and  as  prone  to  mifchief. 

As  able  to  perform't ;)  "  his  mind  and  place 

Infefting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally, 

Onl^  to  fhew  his  pomp,  as  well  in  France 

As  here  at  home,  ^  fuggefls  the  King  our  mailer 

To  this  laft  coftly  treaty,  th'  enterview. 

That  fwallow'd  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a  glafs 

Did  break  i'th'  rinfing. 

Nor.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray,  give  me  favour,  S'ir.  ■        ■This  cunning 
Cardinal 
The  articles  o'th'  combination  drew. 
As  himfelf  pleas'd  ;  and  they  were  ratify M, 

As  he  cry'd,  let  it  be  ■  ■ to  as  much  end. 

As  give  a  crutch  to  th'  dead.     But  our  Court-Cardinal 

Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well -.  for  worthy  Wolfey^ 

Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.      Novv^  this  follows, 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  th'  old  dam,  treafon ;)  Charles  the.  Emneror, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  aunt, 

•     6  From  fincere  mot'iont ;]  in  the  fenfe  of  fyncenis,  Lat.  legitimafCj 
cut  of  love  to  my  country,  and  from  no  private  prejudices. 

7' hi:  nnnd  and  place 

TnfeEiing  one  another  ;]  This  is  very  fatirical.  His  m'nd  he  re- 
prefents  as  highly  corrupt  5  and  yet  hefuppofes  the  contagion  of  the 
$>kice  of  firft  minifter  as  adding  art  infeftion  to  it. 

8  fuggefts  tbt  King  cur  majier]  fuggefls,  fyr  excites. 
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(For  'twas  indeed  his  colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey^)  here  makes  vifitation: 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt 
England  2Jv(i  France  might  through  their  amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice  ;  for  from  this  league 
Peep'd  harms,  that  menac'd  him.     He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and,  as  I  trow. 

Which  I  do  well for,  I  am  fure,  the  Emperor 

Paid  ere  he  promis'd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted, 
Ere  it  was  afk'd.     But  when  the  way  was  made. 
And  pav'd  with  gold  -,  the  Emp'rorthus  defir'd. 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courfe, 
'And  break  the  forefaid  peace.     Let  the  King  know, 
(As  foon  he  fhall  by  me)  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes. 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

l^or.  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him ;  and  could  wifh,  you  were 
Something  miftaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  fy liable  : 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  fnape. 
He  fhall  appear  in  proof. 

SCENE     III. 

'Enter  Brandon,  a  Serjeant  at  Jrms  before  bbn,  and  ti\:o 
or  three  cf  the  guard. 

Bran.  Your  ofRce,  Serjeant ;  execute  it. 

Serj.  Sir, 
My  lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrefl  thee  of  high  treafon,  in  the  ^name 
Of  our  moft  Sov'reign  King. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord. 
The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me ;  I  Ihall  perilk 
Under  device  and  pradice. 

Bran.  I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bufmefs  prcfent.     'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafurc 
You  (hall  to  th'  Tonjcer. 

Buck,  It  will  help  me  nothing 

T© 


King  Henry  VIII.  517 

To  plead  mine  innocence ;  for  that  dye  is  on  me, 
Which  makes  my  whit*ft  part   black.     The  will  of 

heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things !  I  obey. 

0  my  lord  Abergany,  fare  ye  well. 

Bran.  Nay,  he  muft  bear  you  company.     The  King 
Is  pleas'd  you  fhall  to  th'  T^o^er,  'till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Aher.  As  the  Duke  faid, 
The  will  of  heav'n  be  done,  and  the  King's  pleafure 
By  me  obey'd ! 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  King,  t'attach  lord  Montague ;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  Duke's  confeflbr,  John  de  la  Court 
And  Gilbert  Peck  his  chancellor* 

Buck,  So,  fo  ; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs  o'th'  plot ;  nO  more,  I  hope  ? 

Bran.  A  monk  o'th'  Chartreux. 

Buck.  Nicholas  Hopkins? 

Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  furveyor  is  falfe,  the  o'er-great  Cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold ;  my  life  is  fpann'd  already : 

1  am  the  Ihadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whofe  figure  ev'nthis  inftant  cloud  puts  on. 
By  dark'ning  my  clear  fun.     My  lord,  farewel. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE     IV. 

Changes  to  the  Council-Chamber.  ^ 

Cornet.     Enter  King  Henry,   leaning  on  the  CardinaPs 
Jhoulder',  the  Nobles,  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovelj    the 
Cardinal  places  him/elf  under  the  Kittg  s  feet,  on  Ms 
right  fide. 

AT/^^.TyyC  Y  life  it  felf,  «  and  the  befl  heart  of  it, 

XV JL  Thanks  you  for  this  great  care :  I  Hood 
i'th  level 

2   and  the  beft  heart  0/11,1  The  cxprcflion  is  monflrous. 

The  heart  is  fuppofcd  the  feat  of  hfe  :  But,  as  if  he  had  many  lives, 
and  to  each  of  them,  a  heart,  he  fays,  bis  beft  heart.  A  way  o^ 
fpwkiJig  that  would  have  become  a  cat  rather  than  a  King. 
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Of  a  full-chargM  confed'racy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choakM  it.     Let  be  call'd  before  uS 
That  gentleman  of  Buckinghafns  in  perfon  -, 
I'll  hear  him  his  confeffions  juftifie, 
And  point  by  point  the  treafons  of  his  mafler 
He  fhall  again  relate. 

J  noife  within,  crying.  Room  for  the  Queen.  Enter 
the  Queen  ufoerd  by  the  Dukes  ^Norfolk,  and  Suf- 
folk :  pe  kneels.  7he  King  rifeth  from  his  Jiate,  takes, 
her  upy  kijjes  and  placeth  her  by  him. 

^een.  Nay,  we  muft  longer  kneel ;  I  am  a  fuitor. 

King,  Arife,  and  take  your  place  by  us;  half  your 
fuit 
Never  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  power : 
The  other  moiety,  ere  yon  a/k,  is  given  j 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

^een.  Thank  your  Majefly. 
That  you  would  love  your  felf,  and  in  that  love 
Not  unconfiderM  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

^een,  I  am  follicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  your  fubjeds 
Are  in  great  grievance.     There  have  been  commiflions 
Sent  down  among  'em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties ;  wherein  although      [To  Wolfey. 
(My  good  Lord  Cardinal)  they  vent  reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exailions ;  yet  the  King  our  mailer 
(V/hofc  honour  heav'nihield  from  foil)  ev'n  he  'fcapesnat 
Language  unmannerly  ;  yea  fuch,  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalt)%  and  almpil  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almoft  appears, 
Jt  doth  appear ;  for,  upon  thefe  taxations. 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  ipinfters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers ;  who. 

Unfit 
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tJnfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
9  And  lack  of  ocher  means,  in  defp'rate  manner 
Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
'  And  Danger  ferves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation  ? 
Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation  ?  my  Lord  Cardinal, 
You,  that  are  blarn'd  for  it  alike  with  us. 
Know  vou  of  this  taxation  ? 

Wol.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fiagle  part  in  aught 
Pertains  to  th'  flate,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tei!  fteps  with  me. 

^uten.   No,  my  Lord, 
y^u  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame, 
*  Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  wholfome 
To  thoie  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  mufl 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.     Thefe  exadions 
(Whereof  my  Sovereign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Moft  peftilent  to  th'  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  'em. 
The  back  is  facrifice  to  th'  load  ;  they  fay. 
They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fufFer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still,  exaction! ' 
The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind  let's  know 
Is  this  exadlion  ? 

^een.  I  am  much  too  vent'rous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  bolden'd 

9  And  lack  of  other  means, ]  Mean^  does  not  fignify  methods 

cnivehhood,   for  that  wns  faid  immediately  htiorer- unfit  for  other 

//A^;-bat  it  fignifies,   r.ecejfaries. compelled,  favs  the  fpeaker,  }or 

'want  of  bread  ar.d  ether  nccejaries.  But  the  poet  ufinc,  for  ths 
thing,  [ivant  of  bread]  the  effea  of  it,  [,6««^rr]  the  Railage  is 
become  doubly  obfsure  5  firft,  by  ufing  3  term  in  a  licentious  fenfe, 
and  then  by  putting  it  to  a  viciows  conftruaion.  The  not  appre- 
hending that  this  is  one  of  the  diftinguifhing  peculiarities  in  Shake- 
fpear\  ftiJe,  has  been  the  occafion  of  \q  much  ridiculous  correction  of 
him. 

1  And  Danger  ferret  among  them.]  Could  one  eafily  believe,  that 
a  writer,  who  had,  but  immediately  before,  funk  fo  low  in  his  ex- 
prelhon,  fhould  here  rife  again  to  a  height  fo  truly  fublime  ?  where, 
by  the  nobleft  ftretch  of  fancy.  Danger  is  perfonalized  as  ferving  in 
the  rebel  army,  and  fhaking  the  eftaWifhed  government. 

2  IbiKgi  that  an-  knoivn  alike ]  alike,  for  equally  to  all. 
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Under  your  promis'd  pardon.      The  fubjefls'  grief 
Comes  through  commilTions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance,  to  be  levy'd 
Without  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  tliis 
Is   namM,    your  wars  in   France.     This   makes  bold 

mouths; 
Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  All  their  curfes  now 
IJve  where  their  pray'rs  did  ;  and  it's  come  to  pafs. 
That  tradable  obedience  is  a  flave 
To  each  incenfed  will.     I  would,  your  Highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  confide  ration,  for 
-^  There  is  no  primer  bufmefs. 

Ki^g.   By  my  life, 
I'his  is  againft  our  pleafure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  fmgle  voice ;  and  that  not  paft  me,  but 
.By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
If  I'm  traduc'd  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  perfon  j  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing ;  let  me  fay, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  muft  go  through  ;  we  mull  not  Hint 
Our  neceifary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  cenfurers ;  which  ever. 
As  rav'nous  fiihes  do  a  veffel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd  ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.     What  we  oft  do  beft, 
4  By  fick  interpreters,  or  weak  ones,  is 
.Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  :  what  v/orft,  as  oft 

3  TZ^crf  15  .>;o/.;/w£r  BASENESS.]  The  Queen  is  here  complain- 
ing of  the  iuftcring  of  the  Commons ;  which,  fhe  fulpeas,  arole 
.from  the  abule  of  power  in  fome  great  men.  But  rtie  is  very  re- 
fer ved  in  fpeaking  her  thoughts  concerning  the  quality  of  it.  Wc 
may  be  affured  then,  that  Jhe  did  not,  in  conclufion,  call  it  the  higheft 
bafcnefi  j  but  rather  made  ufe  of  a  word  that  could  not  offend  the 
Cardinal,  and  yet  would  incline  the  King  to  give  it  a  fpeedy  hearing. 
I  read  therefore. 

There  is  r.o  primer  business. 
7.  e.  no  matter  of  ftate  that  more  earneftly  prefTes  a  difpatch. 

4  ^v  ^ck  intertr$isn,  tr  'weak  f  ??«,—]  S'lk,  for  prejudiced. 
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Hitting  a  groffer  quality,  is  cryM  up 
For  our  beft  ad :  if  we  ftand  Hill,  in  fear 
Our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carped  at. 
We  (hould  fake  root  here  where  we  fit: 
Or  fit  ftate-ftatues  only.  ^ 

King.  Things  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  thertifelves  from  fear : 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  iffue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.     Have  you  a  precedent^ 
Of  this  commiffion  ?  I  believe,  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  fubjefts  from  our  laws,  ^ 
And  Hick  them  in  our  will.     Sixth  part  of  each  ! 

A  trembling  contribution  ! why,  we  take 

5  From  ev'ry  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'th'  timber: 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hackt. 
The  air  will  drink  the  fap.     To  evVy  county. 
Where  this  is  quelllon'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  of  this  commiffion  :  pray  look  to't; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wo  I.  A  word  with  you.  ^    [To  the  Secretary: 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  ev'ry  fliire. 
Of  the  King's  grace  and  pardon :  The  griev'd  commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me,  let  it  be  nois'd, 
That,  through  our  interceffion,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes ;  I  fhall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  Exit  Secretary, 

S  CE  N  E    V. 

Enter  Sur^veyor. 

^een.  Vm  forry,  that  the  D\xke  of  Buch'ngham 
Is  run  in  your  difpleafure. 

King.  It  grieves  many ; 
The  gentleman  is  karn'd,  a  moft  rare  fpeaker. 
To  nature  none  more  bound  ;  his  training  fuch. 
That  he  may  furnilh  and  inftruft  great  teachers. 
And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf. 

5  From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'th'  timber:']  Lop  is  a  fub- 
ilantive,  and  fignifies  the  branches, 
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Yet  fee,  when  ^  noble  benefits  fhall  prove 
7  Not  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  grown  once  corrupt, 
^  I'hey  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.     This  man  fo  compleat> 
Who  was  enroU'd  'mongft  wonders,  and  when  we, 
Almofl  with  lifl'ning  ravifh'd,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute ;  he,  my  lady. 
Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his ;  and  is  become  as  black,. 
As  if  befmearM  in  hell.     Sit,  you  Ihall  hear 
(This  v/as  his  gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 
Things  to  flrike  honour  fad.     Bid  him  recount 
The  fore -recited  pra6tices,  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  fpirit  relate,  what^ 
you, 
MoH  like  a  careful  fubjeft,  have  collefled 
Out  of  the  Duke  oi  Buckingham. 

King.  Speak  freely. 

Stir-v.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  ev'ry  day 
It  would  infeft  his  fpeech,  that  if  the  King 
Should  without  iffue  die,  he'd  carry  it  fo 
To  make  the  fcepter  his.     Thefe  very  words 
I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law> 
Lord  Ahergany,  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal.. 

Wol.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 
His  dangerous  conception  in  this  point : 
Not  friended  by  his  wifh  to  your  high  perfon,. 
His  will  is  moft  malignant,  and  it  ftretches 
Beyond  you  to  your  friends. 

'^een.  lAy  learn'd  Lord  Cardinal,. 
Deliver  all  with  charity. 

King.  Speak  on ; 
How  grounded  he  iiis  title  to  the  crown. 
Upon  our  fail  ?  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him 

6  noble  benefits, ]  benefits,  for  accompllflimeiKs. 

7  Not  ^ye!ld\(^os'(h, ]   dijpQs''dy  for  placed,  Claate. 

8  Tkry  turn  to  'vicious  forms, — —J   Firm%f  for  habits,  which  be 
afterwards  calls  mcnjiroui  habit u 

At- 
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At  any  time  fpeak  aught  ? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this. 
By  a  vain  prophefy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins* 

King.  What  was  that  Hopkins? 

Sura;.  Sir,  a  Charti-etix  Friar, 
His  confeffor,  who  fed  him  ev'ry  minute 
With  words  of  Sov'reignty. 

King.  How  know'fl  thou  this  ? 

Sur'u.  Not  long  before  your  Highnefs  fped  to  Trance^ 
The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe^  within  the  parifh 
St.  Laivrcnce  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  v/as  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  Frejich  journey  ?  I  reply 'd. 
Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious. 
To  the  King's  danger  :  prefently  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  that  he  doubted, 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk;  that  oft,  fays  he. 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wifhing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Court,  my  Chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  fome  moment : 
Whom  after  under  the  (a)  ConfeiTion's  feal 
He  folemnly  had  fworn,  that,  what  he  fpoke. 
My  Chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  ihou'd  utter ;  with  demure  confidence. 
Thus  paufmgly  enfu'd ;— Neither  the  King,  nor's  hciri 
(Tell  you  the  Duke)  ihall  profper ;  bid  him  flrive. 
To  gain  the  love  o'th'  commonalty  ;  the  Duke. 

Shall  govern  England. 

^een.  If  I  know  you  well. 
You  were  the  Duke's  furv-eyor,  and  loft  your  ofRce 
On  the  complaint  o'th'  tenants  ;  take  good  heed. 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfon, 
And  fpoil  your  nobler  foul :  I  fay,  take  heed  ; 
Yes,  heartily  I  befeech  you. 

King.  Let  him  on. 
Go  forward. 

Sur^.   On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth; 
I  told  x£i-)^  Lord  the  Duke,  by^th'  devil's  illufions 

r  (a)  dnMicn-^Ux,  rbeobald}  Vui>  Commijfion.1 
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The  Monk  might  be  decelvM  ;  and  that  'twas  dang'rouj 

For  him  to  ruminate  on  this,  until 

It  forgM  him  fome  defign,  which,  being  believ'd. 

It  was  much  lik©  to  do ;  he  anf\\'er'd,  Tufh, 

It  can  do  me  no  damage  :  adding  further, 

That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'd. 

The  Cardinars  and  Sir  Thomas  Loveli\  heads 

Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha  I  v/hat,  fo  rank  ?  ah  ha  — — 
There's  raifchief  in  this  man;  canll-  thou  fay  further? 

Sur^.   I  can,  my  Liege. 

King.  Proceed. 

Surv..   Being  at  Greennvich, 
After  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer ► 

King,  I  remember 
Of  fuch  a  time,  he  being  my  fworn  fervant, 
The  Duke  retairt'd  him  his.     But  on  ;  what  hence  ? 

Surnj.  If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed. 
As  to  the  To'-iver,  I  thought ;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  aft  upon 
Th'  ufurper  Richard,  who,  being  at  Salijhury, 
Made  fait  :a  come  in's  prefence  ;  which,  if  granted, 
(As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty^  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

King.  A  giant  traitor  ! 

Wol.  Now,  PJadam,  may  his  Highnefs  live  in  free^* 
dom. 
And  this  man  out  of  prifon  ? 

^een.   God  men(3  all ! 

King.  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee ». 
what  fay 'ft  ? 

Stirnj.  After  the  Duke  his  father  with  the  knife,— 
He  ftretch'd  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger. 
Another  fpread  on's  breaft^  mounting  his  eyes. 
He  did  discharge  a  horrible  oath,  whofe  tenour 
Was,  were  he  evil-us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
9  Does  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 

9  Daes  an  irrefolute  pur^oje.'^  Inejalmef  for  unperformed  fimply. 

King. 
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King.  Thiere's  his  period. 
To  llieath  his  knife  in  us ;  he  is  attach'd. 
Call  him  to  prefent  tryal ;  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him.  not  feek't  of  us :  by  day  and  night. 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [^ExeunH 

SCENE     VI. 

Jfi  Jpartme?it  in  the  Palace.  . 

"Enter  Lord  Chamhe r lain,  and  Lord  SiSXi^S. 
Ci-^w.  ^  TS't   pofhble,    the   fpells    of .  Fr««c ^   Ihould  . 

1  juggle 

Men  into  fuch  flrange  mockeries  ?  . 

Sands.   New  cuftoms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous. 
Nay,  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  Englijh 
Have  got  by  the  laft  voyage,  is  but  meerly 
A  fit  or  two  o'th'  face,  but  they  are  fhrewd  ones; 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  diredly 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  Chtharius,  they  keep  flate  fo. 

Sands.  They've  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones;   on? 
would  take  it, 

I  Is't  poffibk,  the  fpells  of  "^rsnct  Jhould juggle  ' 

Men  into  fuck  Jirange  M  yst  e  r  i  e  s  f  ]  Thefe  myjlerki  were  the 
fantaftic  court-fafhions.  He  fays  they  were  cccafioned  by  iht  fpells 
of  France.  Now  it  was  the  opinion  of  the  common  people,  that 
conjurers,  jugglers,  &c.  with  fpelh  and  charms  could  force  men  to 
commit  idle  fantaftic  aftions  5  and-change  even  their  fhapes  to  fome- 
thing  ridiculous  and  grotefque.  To  this  fuperftition  the  poet  alludesj 
\yho>  therefore,  we  muft  think,  wrote  the  fecond  line  thus. 

Men  into  fuch  Jirange  mockeries: 
A  word  well  expreffive  of  the  whimfical  fafhions  here  complained  of. 
Sir  Thomas  More,  fpeaking  of  this  very  matter  at  the  fame  time,  fays. 
Lit  more  S  i  m  i  .e  I aboret  finger e 
Et  amulari  Gallicas  ineptias. 
But  the  Oxford  Editor,  without  regard  to  the  metaphor,  but  m 
order  to  improve  on  the  emendation,  reads  mimick'' ries  j  not  confider- 
ing  neither  that  whatfoever  any  thing  is  changed  or  juggled  into  by 
fi>elh,  muft  have  zpafji-ue  fignification,  as  mockeries^  [i,  e,  vifible  fi- 
gures] not  an  a^i've,  as  mimick'ries, 

(That 
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(That  never  fa\T  'em  pace  before)  the  fpavin 
And  fprlng-halt  reign'd  among  'em,  ■ 

Cham.  Death !  my  Lord, 
Their  cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  pagan  cut  too. 
That,  fare,  they've  worn  out  Chriftendom :  how  now  2- 
What  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lov.  Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clap'.d  upcn  the  court-gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for? 

Loqj.  Tlie  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gallants. 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 

Cham^  I'm  glad,  'tis  there  -,  now  I  would  pray  ouf- 
Monfieurs 
To  think  an  EngUJlo  courtier  m.ay  be  wife. 
And  never  fee  the  Lowvre. 

Lo'v.  They  muft  either 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  "  leave  thofe  remnants 
**  Of  fool  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  Fra-nce ; 
"  With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
**  Pertaining  thereunto,  as  fights  and  fire-works ; 
**  Abufmg  better  men  than  they  can  be, 
*'  Out  of  a  foreign  wifdom  ;  clean  renouncing 
**  The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  ftockings, 
"  Short-bolfter'd  breeches,  ^  arid  thofe  types  of  travel  .' 
"  And  underlland  again  like  honeft  men. 
Or  pack  to  their  old  play-fellows;  there,  I  take  it. 
They  mz-j^citm  pri'vilegioy  wear  away 
The  lag-end  of  their  lewdnefs,  and  be  laughM  at. 

Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  phyfick,  their  dif- 
eafes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham.  What  a  lofs  our  ladie5 
Will  haveofthefe  trim  vanities  ? 

2 and  thofe  types  of  ira'vel  ^1  Very  finely  called*  fo  ;  as  the 

mark  of  that  vanity  of  mind,  which  was  all  oar  youth  had  gained  by 
trar:ieL 
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Lov.  Ay,  marry. 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  Lords ;  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  lay  down  Ladies  : 
A  French  fong  and  a  fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

Sands,  The    devil  fiddle   'em !    I'm  glad,  they're 
going : 
For,  fure^  there's  no  converting  'em  :  now.   Sirs, 
An  honeft  country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  oi  play,  m.ay  bring  his  plain  fong^  - 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and,  by'r  Lady^, 
Held  current  mufick  too. 

Cham.  Well  faidj  Lord  Sands  ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  caft  yet  ? 

Sands.  No,  my  Lord, 
Nor  fliall  not,  while  I  have  a  Humpo 

Cham.    Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  are  you  going  ? 

L<n\  To  the  Cardinal's ; 
Your  Lordrnip  is  a  gueft  toe 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true; 
This  night  he  m.akes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one^' 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies ;  there  v/ill  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,   I'll  allure  you. 

Lo'v,  That   churchman  bears    a    bounteous    mind^ 
indeed ; 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us. 
His  dew  falls  every  where. 

Cham.   No  doubt,  he's  noble; 
He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands,  He  may,   my  Lord,    h'as  w^herewithal :  in 
him,, . 
Sparing  would  fhew  a  worfe  fm  than  ill  4odrine. 
Men  of  his  way  ihould  be  moil  liberal,. 
They're  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cha^n.  True,  they  are  (o; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones :  my  barge  flays ; 
Your  Lordfhip  Ihall  along  :  come,  good  Sir  Thomas^ 
We  {hall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  v/ould  not  be. 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands.  I'm  your  Lordihip's.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  York-houfe. 

Haut hoys'.  A  fmall  table  under  a  J} ate  for  the  Cardi- 
nal, a  longer  table  for  the  guejis.  'Then  enter  Anne 
Bullen,  and  dinjers  other  ladies  and  gentleijoomen,  as 
guejis,  at  one  door  j  at  another  door,  enter  Sir  Henry 
Guilford. 

Guil.X    ADIES,  a  gen'ral  welcome  from  his  Grace 

I   J  Salutes  you  all :  this  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you  :  none  here,  he  hopes. 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  :  he  would  have  all  as  merry, 
A.S  firft-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome. 
Can  make  good  people. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands  and  LovelH 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy; 

The  very  thoughts  of  this  fair  company 
Clap'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  Your're  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lo-vell,  had  the  Cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  thefe 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  refted  : 

1  think,  would  better  pleafe  'em  :  by  my  life. 
They  are  a  fweet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

Lo-v.  O,  that  your  Lordfhip  were  but  now  confeiToit 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

Sands.  I  would,  I  were; 
They  Ihould  find  eafie  penance. 

Lo'v.  'Faith,  how  eafie? 

Sands.  As  cafie,  as  a  down-bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit  ?  Sir  Harry, 
Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this: 
His  Grace  is  entring  ;  nay,  you  muft  not  freeze  ; 
Two  women,  plac'd  together,  make  cold  weather  : 
My  Lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking ; 
Pray,  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sa^ds.  By  my  faith, 

Aiid- 
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And  thairk  your  lordfhip.     By  your  leave ;  fweet  ladies  5 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me.: 
I  had  it  from  my  father.  ^ 
^/7;?^.  Was  he  mad,  Sir? 

Sands,  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  J: 
But  he  would  bite  none;  jull  as  I  do  now, 
He'd  kifs   you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham,  Well  faid,  my  Lord  : 
So  now  y'are  fairly  feated :  gentlemen. 
The  penance  lyes  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies. 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sa7ids.  For  my  little  cure^ 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.     Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  and  takes  his  Jlate. 
Wol  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  guefts;  that  noble  lady. 
Or  crentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend.     This,  to  confirm  my  welcome  ;    ^ 
And  to  you  all  good  health.  [Drinks. 

Sands.  Your  Grace  is  noble : 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks* 
And  faveme  fo  much  talking. 

Wol.  My  Lord  Sands, 
I  am  beholden  to  you ;  cheer  your  neighbour; 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  ;  gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this? 

5««^x.  The  red  wine  firftmuft  rife 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  Lord^  then  we  fhAllhave  m 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  YouVe  a  merry  gameiler, 
My  Lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  play  :  ^ 
Here's  to  your  Lady  (hip,  and  pledge  it.  Madam; 

For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing ' 

Anne.  You  cannot  fhew  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  Grace,  that  they  would  talk  anon. 
[Drum  and  trumpets,,  chambers  difcharged. 
■     Wol.  What's  that  ? 

Cham,  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 
WoL  What  warlike  voice,  ^    , 

And.; 
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And  to  what  end  is  this?  nay,  ladies,  fear  not; 
Jiy  ail  the  laws  of  war  y'are  privileged. 

Enter  a  Seyvant^ 

Cham,  How  now,  what  is't  ? 

^ern)    A  noble  troop  of  Grangers, 
For  fo  they  feem,  have  lefc  their  barge  and  landed; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambaffadors 
From  foreign  Princes. 

WoL  Good  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Go,  give  'em  welcome  ;    you  can  fpeak   the  French 

tongue  ; 
And,  pray,  receive  'em  nobly,  and  condua  'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  heav'n  of  beauty 
bhall  fmne  at  full  upon  them.     Some  attend  him. 

V     ,  ,      ,  {.-^^i  ^>ife^  and  tables  remo-ved, 

YOU  ve  now  a  broken  banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digeftion  to  you  all  i  and,  once  more, 
I  ihowre  a  welcome  on  ye  :  welcome  all. 

Hautboys.     Enter  King  and  others  as  Majkers,  habited 
like    Shepherds,     uf/^erd  by    the   Lord  Chamberlain. 
7 key  pa/s  dlredly  before  the  Cardinal,  andtrracefully: 
falute  him,  ** 

A  noble  company  \  what  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Englijh,  thus  they  pray'd 
To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  fame- 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  affembly. 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs. 
Out  of  the  great  refped  they  bear  to  beauty. 
But  leave  their  flocks,  and  under  your  fair  conduifl 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  'cm. 

Wol.   Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
They've  done  my  poor  houfe  grace  :  for  which  I  pay 

'em 
A  thoufand  thanks,  and  pray  'em,  take  their  pleafures. 
[Chu/e  ladies.  King  and  Anne  Bullen. 

King.  The  falrefl  hand  I  ever  touch'd  !  O  beauty, 
JTiIl  now  I  never  knew  thee.  IMuftck.  Dance,  . 

WqL  My  Lord ^ 

Cham,. 
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Cham.  Your  Grace? 
Wol.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me : 
There  fhould  be  one  amongft  'em  by  his  perfon 
More  worthy  this  place  than  my  felf,  to  whom. 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  furrender  it.  \Whlffer. 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
Wol.  What  fay  they  ? 
Cham.   Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs. 
There  is,  indeed ;  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  then  : 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen,  here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

Kincr.  You've  found  him,  Cardinal  : 
You  hold  a  fair  afiembly :  you  do  well,  Lord. 
You  are  a  churchman,  or.  Til  tell  you,  Cardinal: 
I  fhould  judge  now  unhappily. 

Wol  Tm  glad. 
Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 
King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee,  come  hither,  what  fair  lady's  that  ? 

Cham.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  Sir  Thomas  Bulletin 
diaughter, 
(The  Vifcount  Rochford,)  one  of  her  Highnefs'  women. 
King.  By  heaven,  (he's  a  dainty  one:  fwcet  heart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out, 

[7(7  Anne  Bullen. 
And  not  to  kifs  you.     A  health,  gentlemen. 
Let  it  go  round. 

IVol.  Sir  Thomas  Lo-velU  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'th'  privy  chamber  ? 
ton).  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Wol.  Your  Grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 
King.  I  fear,  too  m.uch. 
Wol  There's  frefher  air,  my  lord. 
In  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies  every  one :  fweet  partner,. 
I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  ;  let's  be  merry. 
Good  my  lord  Cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
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To  drink  to  thefe  fair  ladies,  and  a  meafure 

To  lead  them  once  again ;  and  then  let's  dream 

Who*s  beft  in  favour.     Let  the  mufick  knock  it. 

\^Exeunt  nvith  Trumpets, 


A  C  T     11.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A    STREET. 

Enter  t^o  Gentlemen  at  fe<veral  Doors, 

I  ^^^*W  THither  away  fo  fall  ? 

yy  2  Gen.  O  Sir,  God  fave  ye  ; 
Ev'n  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  fhall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  oi  Buckingham. 

1  Gen.   I'll  fave  you 

That  labour.  Sir.     All's  now  done,  but  the  Ceremony- 
Of  bringing  back  the  pris'ner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there  ? 

I  Gen.  Yes^  indeed,  was  I. 
z  Gen,  Pray,  fpeak,  what  has  happenM  ? 
1  Gen.   You  may  guefs  quickly,  what. 
£  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  condemn'd  upon't. 

2  Gen.  I'm  forry  for't. 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  how  pafs'd  it  ? 

1  Gen.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.     The  great  Duke 
Game  to  the  Bar  j  where,  to  his  Accufations 

He  pleaded  ilill  not  guilty  j  and  alledg'd 
Many  fharp  reafons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  examinations,  proofs,  confeflions 
Of  divers  witnefles,  which  the  Duke  defir'd 
To  have  brought  'vi'ua  'voce  to  his  Face ; 
At  which  appeared  againft  him,  his  furveyor, 
S'lv Gilbert  Peck\iis  chancellor,  and  John  Court 
Confeflbr  to  him,  with  that  devil-Monk 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2  Gen.  That  was  he. 

That 
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That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies, 

1  Gen.   The  fame. 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly,  which  he  fain 

Would  have  flung  from  him ;  but,  indeed,  he  could  not : 

And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  evidence 

Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treafon.     Much 

He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  life  ;  but  all 

Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gen.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

1  Gen,  When  he  was  brought  again  to  th'  bar,  to 

hear 
His  knell  rung  out,  his  Judgment,  he  was  llirr'd 
With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extremely  ; 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hafty  j 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  andfweetly 
In  all  the  reft  fhew'd  a  moft  noble  patience. 

2  Gen.  I  do  not  think,  he  fears  death. 

1  Gen.  Sure,  he  does  not. 

He  never  was  fo  womaniih ;  the  caufc 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gen.  Certainly, 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  likely. 

By  all  conjeftures :  iirft,  Kildaris  attainder,  * 
Then  Deputy  of  Ireland  i  who  remov'd. 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too. 
Left  he  ftiould  help  his  father. 

2  Gen.  That  trick  of  ftate 
Was  a  deep,  envious  one. 

1  Gen.  At  his  return, 

Ko  doubt,  he  will  requite  it ;  this  is  noted. 
And,  generally,  v/ho-ever  the  King  favours. 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment  for. 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Gen.  All  the  commons 

Hate  him  pemicioudy  :  and,  o'  my  confcience, 

Wifh  him  ten  fathom  deep  ;  dii?  Duke  as  much  . 

They  love  ihd  doat  on,   call  him  bounteous  Buckin^^ 

ham. 
The  Mirror  of  all  cuurtefie, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    11. 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  Arraignment,  (Tipfia^vn 
before  hiin^  the  Axe  ivith  the  edge  towards  him.  Hal^ 
herds  on  each  fide)  accompanied  nxjith  Sir  Thomas 
Lovell,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Sir  William  Sands,  and 
common  People,  Sec. 

I  Gen.  Stay  there,  Sir, 
And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  Man  you  fpeak  of. 

z  Gen.  Let"'s  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 

JSucL  All  good  People, 
You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me. 
Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me  : 
I  have  this  day  receiv^'d  a  traitor's  judgment. 
And  by  that  name  mull  die ;  yet,  heav'n  bear  witncfs. 
And  if  I  have  a  confcience,  let  it  fmk  me 
Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithfuL 
To  th'  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 
'T  has  done,  upon  the  Premifes,  but  Juftice  : 
But  thofe  that  fought  it,  I  could  wifh  more  ChriHians ; 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em  ; 
Yet  let  'em  look,  they  glory  not  in  mifchief ; 
Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men  ; 
For  then,  my  guiltlefs  blood  mull  cry  againft  'em. 
For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope. 
Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults.    You  few  that  lov'd  mc, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying ; 
Go  with  me,  like  good  Angels,  to  my  end : 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  fteel  falls  on  me, 
Pvlake  of  your  prayers  one  fvveet  facrifice. 
And  lift  my  foul  to  heav'n.     Lead  on,  o'  God*s  name. 

Lonj.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  charity. 
If  ever  any  m.alice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck,  Sir  Thomas  Lo'vell,  I  as  free  forgive  you, 
As  I  would  be  forgiven  :  I  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 

'Gainft 
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'Gainft  me,  I  can't  take  peace  with :  »  no  black  envy 

Shall  mark  my  grave. Commend  me  to  his  Graces 

And,  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray  tell  him. 
You  met  him  half  in  heav'n  :  my  vows  and  pray'rs 
Yet  are  the  King's;  and,  'till  my  foul  forfake  me. 
Shall  cry  for  bleiTmgs  on  him.     May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  bclov'd  and  loving  may  his  rule  be  f 
And  when  old  time  fhall  lead  liim  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs,  and  he  fill  up  one  monument  ? 

Lov,  To  th'  water-fide  I  muft  conduft  your  Grace 
Thea  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Faux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Faux.  Prepare  there. 
The  Duke  is  coming  :  fee,  the  barge  be  ready  s 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture  as  fuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  Perfon. 

Buck.   Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone ;  my  ftate  now  will  but  mock  mc.' 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  high  Conftable, 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham  i  now,  poor  EdiKiard Bohun: 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers. 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant.     I  now  feal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood,  will  make  'em  one  day  groan 

for't. 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham^ 
Who  firft  rais'd  head  againll  ufurping  Richard^ 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant  Banifier, 
Being  diftrefs'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd. 
And  without  tryal  fell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him ! 
Henry  the  Sev'nth  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 


no  black  tmy 


SballuAKJ.  mygra-ue.^l  The  fenfe  of  this  is,  that  envy 
Miould  not  procure  or  advance  his  death.  But  this  is  not  what  he 
would  fay  ;  he  believed  the  Cardinal's  envy  did  procure  his  death. 
He  IS  fpeaking  not  of  another's  en\yy  but  his  own.  And  his  thought 
M,  that  he  would  not  be  remembered  for  an  implacable  unforgiving 
temper.     We  fhould  read  therefore, 

no  black  enty 


Shall  MARK  my  gravc-^ — • 

ood  or  ill,  by  a  ivbke  or 

My 


alluding  to  the  old  cuftom  of  marking  good  or  ill,  by  a  ivbke  or  black 
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My  father's  lofs,  like  a  moft  royal  Prince 
Reflor'd  to  me  my  honours :  and,  from  ruins. 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.     Now  his  fon, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroak  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.     I  had  my  tryal. 
And  muft  needs  fay,  a  noble  one  i  which  makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father  : 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortune,  both 
Fell  by  our  fervants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd. 
A  moil  unnatural  and  faithlefs  fervice  ! 
Heav'n  has  an  end  in  all :  yet,  you  that  hear  me. 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain : 
*  Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  cpunfels. 
Be  fure,you  be  not  loofe  ;  thofe  you  make  friends. 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again. 
But  where  they  mean  to  link  ye.     AH  good  people. 
Pray  for  me  !  I  muft  leave  ye  ;  the  laft  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me  : 
Farewel ;  and  when  you  would  fay  fomething  fad. 
Speak,  how  I  fell— —I've  done  ;  and  God  forgive  me? 
[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Train, 

1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity ;  Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  heads. 
That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gen.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlefs, 

'Tis  full  of  woe  ;  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall. 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gen.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us ! 

What  may  it  be  ?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir  ? 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 

'i.Whereycu  are  lib'ral,  Sec.']  The  poet^  fupportedby  the  truth  of 
li;ftory,  has  very  judicloufly  made  this  Duke  of  Buckingham ^  and  his 
great  rival,  the  Cardinal,  in  their  fall,  complain  that  their  misfor- 
tunes v-eic  owing  to  twc  oppofite  caufes :  The  one,  by  making 
friends  tndijcreetly  :  The  other,  by  making  none  at  all.  An  ufeful 
It^on  to  men  of  their  rank  and  ilation.  See  ote  to  AVt  III. 
Scene  6. 
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A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

1  Gen.  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Gen.  I  am  confident ; 

You  (hall.  Sir ;  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  feparation 
Between  the  King  and  Catherine? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  but  it  held  not; 

For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  llrait 
To  Hop  the  rumour ;  and  allay  thofe  tongue?. 
That  durll  difperfe  it, 

2  Gen.  But  that  llander.  Sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now  ;  for  it  grows  again 
Frefher  than  e'er  it  was :  and  held  for  certain, 
The  King  will  venture  at  it.     Either  the  Cardinal, 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have  (out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen)  pofTefs'd  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her  :  to  confirm  this  too. 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arriv'd,  and  lately. 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufmefs. 

1  Gen.  *Tis  the  Cardinal ; 

And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperor, 

For  not  beftowing  on  him,  at  his  afking. 

The  Arch-bilhoprick  of  Toledo^  this  is  purpos'd. 

2  Gen.  I  think,  you've  hit  the  mark;  but  is'tnot  cruel. 
That  Ihe  ihould  feel  the  f^nart  of  this  ?  the  Cardinal 
Will  ha\'e  his  will,  and  Ihe  mull  fall. 

I  Gen.  'Tis  woful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  [Exeunt » 

SCENE     III. 
^n  Antechamher  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain  reading  a  letter. 

fJT^  lordy  the  horfesyo'ur  Icrdjhip  fent  for,  <vnth  all  the 

care  I  had,   I  fanxj  'vjell  chofen^  ridden^  and  fur - 

nifii'd.      They  ivere  young  and  handfdmey  and  of  the  hrfl 

breed  in  the  North,     When  they  njoere  ready  to  fet  en:  ^or 

Vol.  V.  "CL  London, 
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London,  a  man  of  my  lord  Cardinal'' s^  hy  comniijfion  and 
mainfoiver  took  "^ em  from  me,  ivith  this  reafon  ;  his  ma- 
Jfer  'would  be  fernfd  before  a  fubjeSif  if  fwt  before  the 
King,  ijuhich  Jiopp' d  our  mouths.  Sir, 

I  fear,  he  will,  indeed ;  well,  let  him  have  themj 
He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Dukes  of  NorfoJk 
and  Suffolk. 

l^or.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 

$uf.  How  is  the  King  employ'd  ? 

Cham.  I  left  him  private. 
Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Nor.  What's  the  cauie  ? 

Cham.  It  feems,  the  marriage  with  his  brotI\er's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  confcience. 

Suf  No,  his  confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tis  fo ; 
This  is  the  Cardinal's  doing  ;  the  King-Cardinal : 
That  blind  prieft,  like  the  eldeit  fon  of  fortune. 
Turns  what  he  lifts.     The  ICing  will  know  him  one  day. 

Stf.  Pray  God,  he  do  ?  he'll  never  knov/  himfelf  elfe. 

Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  b  jf  nefs. 
And  with  what  zeal  ?  for  now  he  has  crackt  the  league 
'Tween  us  and  th'  Empero*-,  the  Queen's  great  nephew ; 
He  dives  into  the  King's  icul,  and  there  icatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  wringing  of  the  confcience. 
Fears,  and  defpair,  and  all  thefe  for  his  marriage  ; 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftore  the  King, 
He  ccunfels  a  divorce  ;  a  \o'i=  of  Her, 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  luflre  j 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence. 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  ;  even  of  her. 
That,  when  the  greateft  ftrok6  of  fortune  falls. 
Will  blefs  the  King  ;  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious  ?         fl 

Cham.  Heav'n  keep  me  from  fuch  counfel !  'tis  mof? 
true, 
Thefe  news  are  tvry  where ;  ev'ry  tongue  fpeaks  'em, 

And 
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And  ev'ry  true  heart  weeps  for't.     All,  that  dure 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  fee  his  main  end. 
The  French  King's  filler.     Heav'n  will  one  day  open 
The  King's  eyes,  that  fo  long  have  flept  upon 
This  bold,  bad  man. 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 

JVi?r.  We  had  need  pray,  and  heartily,  fordeliv'rance; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages ;  all  men's  honours 
I^e  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
3  Into  what  pinch  he  pleafe. 

^uf.  For  me,  my  lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  Creed  : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  {<^  I'll  fland. 
If  the  King  pleafe  :  his  ctirfes  and  his  bleffmgs 
Touch  me  alike?  they're  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him  ;  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

"Kor.  Let's  in. 
And  with  fome  other  bufmefs  put  the  King 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him ; 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufc  me. 
The  King  hath  fent  me  other-where  :  befidcs. 
You'll  find  a  moH  unfit  time  to  difturb  him  : 
Health  to  your  lordfhips.  \Exit  LordChamherlain^ 

Nor.  Thanks,  myr  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Thg  Scene  Sranvsy   and  difcd'ver's  the  King  Jittlng  ana 
reading  penfme'lj. 

Suf.  How  fad  he  looks !  fure,  he  is  much  afPJcled. 
King.  Who's  there  ?  ha  ? 
Nor.  Pray  God^  he  be  not  angry. 
king.  V/ho's  there,  I  fay  ?  how  dare  you  thmil:  your 
felves 

3  Into  n-hat-  PITCH   he  pleafe. 1  Here  is  a  ftrange  dliTonance  in 
the  metaphor,  which  is  taken  from  uiibakcd  dough.     I  read. 

Into  ivbat  finch   he  pfeafi, 
i,  t.  into  xvhat  Hia^  he  pleafe. 

Q^   2  Into- 
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Into  my  private  meditations  ? 
Who  am  I  ?  ha  ? 

Nor.  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences. 
Malice  ne'er  meant :  our  breach  of  duty,  this  way. 
Is  bufinefs  of  eflate  ;  in  which  wc  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafurc. 

King.  Ye  are  too  bold  : 
Go  to  ;  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  bufmefs  : 
is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ? 

Enter  Wolfey,  and  Campeius  the  Pope's  Legate  nxith  a 
CommiJJion. 

Who's  there  ?  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  ?   O  my  Wolfey y 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience ! 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  King. You're  welcome, 

Moll  learned  rev'rend  fir,  into  our  kingdom ; 

[T<?  Campeius. 
Ufe  us,  and  it :  my  good  lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker. 
IVoL  Sir,  you  cannot : 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  Conf 'rence. 

King.  We  are  bufie;  go.     \To  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
iVor.  This  prieft  has  no  pride  in  him  ? 
Suf.  Not  to  fpeak  of: 
I  would  not  be  ib  fick  though,  for  his  place : 
But  this  cannot  continue. 

AW.  If  it  do, 
I'll  venture  one  heave  at  him. 

Suf.  I  another.  \Lxeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk, 

Wol.  Your  Grace  has  giv'n  a  precedent  of  wifdom 
Above  all  Princes,  in  commirting  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendom :' 
Who  can  be  angrj^  now  ?  what  env)'  reach  you  ? 
The  £  aniard,  ty'dby  blood  and  favour  to  hei, 
Muft  now  confefs,  if  they  have  any  goodne fs. 
The  tryal  jufl  and  noble.     All  the  :  lerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  chriitian  kingdoms. 
Have  their  free  voices,     Romey  the  nurfe  of  Judgment, 
Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath  fent 
One  gen'ral  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man. 
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This  juffc  and  learned  prieft.  Cardinal  Campeius  ; 
Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnefs. 

Kif2cr.  Atid  once  more  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  wel- 
come. 
And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  loves ; 
They\'e  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  wiOiM  for.  ^ 
Cam.  Your  Grace  muft  needs  deferve  all  ftrangers' 
loves. 
You  are  To  noble :  to  your  Highnefs'  hand 
I  tender  my  commiflion  ;  by  whofe  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding)  you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  Tork,  are  join'd  with  me,  their  fervant. 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bufmefs. 

King.  Two  equal  men :  the  Queen  fhall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith  for  what  you  come.     Where's  Gardiner  ? 

Wol.  I  know  your  Majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  what 
A  woman  of  lefs  place  might  aCc  by  law  ; 
Scholars,  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

King.   Ay,  and  the  bell,  fhe  fhall  have;    and  my 
favour 
To  him  that  does  beft,  God  forbid  elfe.     Cardinal, 
Pfythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 
WqI.  Give  me  your  hand  ;  much  joy  and  favour  ta- 
you; 
You  are  the  King's  now. 

Gard.  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me. 
King,  Come  hither,  G«M«^r.    [Walks  and  ^hiffm.. 
Cam.  My  lord  of  Torky  was  not  one  Dq^qt  Pace 
Tn  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 
Wol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 
Wsl.  Yes,  furely.  . 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  111  opinion  fpread  then 
Ev'n  of  your  felf,  lord  Cardinal. 
IVoL  How!  of  me? 
Cam.  They  will  not  Hick  to  fay,  you  en\7-d  him  ;- 

CL3  '^^ 
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And  fearing  he  would  rife^  he  was  fo  virtuous. 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  ft  ill :  which  fo  glicv'd  hiijt;. 
That  he  ran  mad  and  dy'd. 

Wol.  Heav'n*s  peace  be  with  him  ! 
That's  chriftian  care  enough  :  for  living  murmurers. 
There's  places  of  rebuke.     He  was  a  fool. 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.     That  good  fellow. 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment  f 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.     Learn  this,  brotiier,^ 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 

King.  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  th'  Queen. 

\_Exit  Gardiner. 
The  mofl;  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of. 
For  fuch  rcceit  of  lean\ing,  is  Black- Fryers : 
There  ye  (hall  meet  about  this  weighty  bufmefs. 
My  JVoIfey,  fee  it  furnilh'd.     O  my  lord. 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  bedfellow  ?  but,  confcience,  confclence  !— 
O^  'tis  a  ten4er  place,  and  I  muft  leave  her. 

[^Exeufit. 

SCENE     V. 

An  Antechamher  of  the  Queen'/  Apartments. 

Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Lady. 

Afine.  ^IWT  ^  T  for  that  neither— —here's  the  par^,. 

J^^  that  pinches. 

His  Highnefs  having  liv'dlo  long  with  her,  and  fhe 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  difnonour  of  her  j  by  my  life. 
She  never  knew  harm- doing ;  oh,  now  after 
So  many  courfes  of  the  fun,  enthrcn'd. 
Still  growing  in  a  majefly  and  pomp, 
The  which  to  leave  's  a  thoufand-fold  more  bitter 
Than  fweet  at  fiiil  t'acquire  ;  after  this  procefs. 
To  give  her  the  avdunt !  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monller. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  moft  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anng.  In  God's  will^  better 

-  She 
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.SEe  ne*er  had  known  pomp ;  though't  be  temporal, 
4-  Yetif  that  quarrel,  Fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fufPrance  panging. 
As  foul  and  body's  fev'ring* 

Old  L.  Ah!  poor  lady. 
She's  Granger  now  again. 

Afme,  So  much  the  more 
Mull  pit)*^rop  upon  her ;  verily, 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content  j 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glift'ring  grief^ 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old  L.   Our  content 
Is  our  beft  Having. 

A?ine.  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead^ 
I  would  riOt  be  a  Queen. 

Old  L.   Beflirew  me,  I  would, 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't ;  and  fo  would  you, 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrifie  ; 
You,  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you. 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart  -,  which  ever  yet 
Ajreded  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty  ; 
Which,  to  fay  footn,  are  bleflings :  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  )  our  foft  cheverilconfcience  would  receive^ 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  ftretch  it, 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth  ■ 

Old  L,   Yes,  troth  and  troth  ;  you  would  not  be  « 
Queen  ? 

Anne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heav'n. 

Old  L.  'Tis  llrange  j  a  three-pence  bowM  would  hire 
me. 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it;  but  I  pray  you. 
What  think  you  of  a  Dutchefs  ?  have  you  limb: 
To  bear  that  load  of  title  ? 

Amie,  No,  in  truth. 

4  Yet  if  that  quarrel,  Fsrtune, — J  He  calls  Fortune  ipjinei 
or  arrow,  from  her  ftriking  fo  deep  and  luddenly.  Slnarrel  was  ^ 
lat^e  arrow  fo  called.     Thus -Fa/r/ax', 

^-mfii'dng"  (i  the  fling,  out-few  the  qoarrel  hrig, 

0^4  0!^L 
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OldL.  Then  you  are  weakly  made:    pluck  off  i 
little ; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  blufhing  comes  to  :  If  your  back 
Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burthen,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  do  you  talk! 
I  fwear  agai«,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen        ^ 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L,  In  faith,  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  emballing :  I  my  felf 
Would  for  Carnar'vanjhire,  though  there  belong'd 
No  more  to  th'  Crown  but   that.     Lo,    who  com^s 
here  ? 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  ladies  j  what  were't  worth  to 
know 
The  fecret  of  your  confrence  ? 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 
Not  your  demand  j  it  values  not  your  afking : 
Our  millrefs'  forrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bufinef?,  and  becoming 
The  aftion  of  good  women :  there  is  hope. 
All  will  be  well. 

Jnne.  Now  I  pray  God,  amen  ! 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heav'nly  blel^ 
fmgs 
Follow  fuch  creatures.     That  you  may,  fair  lady, 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fmcerely,   and  high  note's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues;  the  King's  Majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  Marchionefs  oi  Pembroke  j  to  which  title 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  annual  fopport. 
Out  of  his  Grace  he  adds. 

Anne.  I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  1  fhould  tender ; 
5  More  than  my  all,  which  is  nothing  ;  Nor  my  prayers 

Are 

5  M»re  that!  i?2y  all^  is  pothing  ;T^  No  figure  can  fr«5  this  expreffion 

froop 


Are  not 'words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wiflies 
More  worth  than  vanities  ;  yet  pray'rs  andwifties' 
Are  all  I  can  return,     'iiefeech  your  lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience. 
As  from  a  blufhing  handmaid  to  his  Highneii ; 
Whofe  health  and  royalty  1  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady, 
I  il^all  not  fail  t'approve  the  fair  conceit, 
The  King  hath  of  you —  I've  perus'd  her  well; 
Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  {o  mingled,  [Afid£. 

That  they  have  caught  the  King  ;  and  who  knows  yet. 
But  from  this  lady  m.ay  proceed  a  Gem, 
To  lighten  all  this  ifle -Pll  to  the  King, 
And  iay,  I  fpoke  with  you.       \_Exit  LordChamberlaiip^ 
Anne.   My  honour'd  lord. 
Old  L.   Why,  this  it  is  :  fee,  fee  ! 
I  have  been  begging  fixteen  years  in  court, 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt /oo  early  and /ao  late. 
For  any  fuit  of  pounds  :  And  you,  oh  fate  f 
(A  very  frefli  filh  here ;  fie,  fie  upon 
This  compeird  fortune)  have  your  mouth  iill'd  u^. 
Before  you  open  it. 

Jnne.  This  is  ilrange  to  me. 

Old  L.  How  taftes  it  ?  is  it  bitter  ?  forty  pence,  no  : 
There  was  a  lady  once  ('tis  an  old  itory) 
That  would  noti>e  a  Queen,  that  would  (he  not. 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt ;  have  you  heard  it  ? 
Anue.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 
OldL.  With  your  them.e,  I  could 
O'ermount  the  lark.     The  Marchionefs  of  Pemh-ohy 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  refped  f 
No  other  Obligation  :  By  .my  life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands :  honour's  traia 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-fkirt.     By  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutchefs.     Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  ? 
Anne.  Good  lady, 

from  nonfenfe.     In    fpite  of  the  exaftnefs  of  meafure,  vre  thouil 

Mtrttban  my  ell.  which  is  rotbtr^f  i,  e-  which  ?II  h  nothinc. 
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Make  your  fdf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy 
And  leave  rue  out  on't.     'Would  I  had  no  being. 
If  this  ililute  my  blood  a  jot ;  it  faints  me 
To  thmk  what  follows. 
The  Queen  is  corafortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence!  pray,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  y'ave  heard,,  to  her. 

0/i/L.  What  do  you  think  me  ?_,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 
Changes  to  Black- Fryers. 

rrumpets.  Sennet,  and  Comets.  Enter  tnvo  Vergers  ^.-//A 
JJ^rt  J^r  Wands  ^  ne.t  then.,  t^o  Scrih:^::Xt 
hstso/Doaors:  after  them,  the  Bijhop  of  Canterbury 
alone  ;  after  hm  the  Bijhops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Ro 
chefter,  and  St,  Alkph  ;  ne.t  them,  n^ithfJefZl 
dijlance,  follo^.s  a  gentleman  heaHng  the  pirfe,  \,uh 
the  great  feal,  and  the  Cardinal  hat\  Ihl^^Z 
Prujls  hearing  each  a  f  her  Crofs ;  then  a  gentleman- 
n/her  bare-headed,  aeeompanied  ^.ith  a  ferjeant  Ir 
arms,  beartng  a  mace  ;  then  t^.-o  gentlemen,  hear  in. 

Cardinals  fit  under  htm,  as  judges,  he  9ueen  iakl 
P  ace,  fomedlfance  from  the' Kil^^  The  ^T^pVpt, 
themfel.es  on  each  fide  the  Court,  in  manned  of  a  Col 
fijfcry  :  helow  them  the  fcribes.  The  T  nr/  r. 
,^  Bi^s  ne  refi  //.  aUenLutA  "Z 
Hxenient  order  about  thefiage,  *  *  i-yn. 

j^-  ^  v.   f  ^'f""^^  ^^  commanded. 
King.  What's  the  need  ? 

It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 
^nd  on  all  fides  th^  authority  allow'd  ,- 
You  may  then  fparc  that  time 
Wol.  Be't  fo  ;  proceed. 

Jcribe,  ^^y^^H.nry}Lingoi  England,  come  into  the 

•      "   Cryer. 
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Cfyer.  Henry  King  oi  England,  &c. 
King.  Here. 

Scfibe.  Say,  Catharine,  Qdeen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  Court. 

Cryer.   Catharine,  Queen  of  England,  &c, 
[The  ^een  makes  no  anfwer,  rifes  out  of  her  chair,  g9t! 
about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at  his 
feet',  then /peaks ',} 

^teen.  Sir,  I  defire  you,  do  me  right  and  juftice  ; 
And  to  bellow  your  pity  on  me  ;  for 
I  am  a  moft  poor  Woman,  and  a  ftranger. 
Born  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indiiF'rent,  and  no  more  aflurance* 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceeding.     Alas,  Sir;-  ■ 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  caufe 
Hath  my  behaviour  giv'n  to  your  difpleafure. 
That  thus  you  Ihould  proceed  to  put  mc  oiF, 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?  Heaven  witnefc, 
I've  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife,. 
At  all  times  to  your  v/ill  conformable: 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike. 
Yea,  (iibjed  to  your  count' nance;  glad  or  forry. 
As  I  fav/  it  inclined  :  when  was  the  hour, 
I  ever  contradided  your  defire  ? 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  which  of  your  friendi 
Have  I  not  flrove  to  love,,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  mine. 
That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 
Continue  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  notice. 
He  was  from  thence  difcharg"'d.     Sir,  callto  mirjd, 
That  I  have  been  your  v/ife,  in  this  obedience, 
Upward  of  twenty  years  j  and  have  been  bleft 
With  many  children  by  you.     If  in  the  courie 
And  proceis  of  this  time  you  can  report. 
And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  honour  aught. 
My  bond  of  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty, 
Againft  your  facredperfon ;  in  God's  name. 
Turn  me  away :  And  let  the  foul' ft  contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  giv«  me  up 
To  th'  (barpeft  kind  of  juillce.     Pleafe  you^Sir, 
The  King  your  father  was  reputed  for 

A  Prince- 


^^S  King  Henry  Vlli: . 

A  Prince  moft  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And  unmatch'd  wit  and  judgment.     Ferdinand 
My  fathcr,,Kingof  5/>^/«,  was  reckon'done 
The  wifeit  Prince  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 
A  year  befgrc.    It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd 
That  they  had  gathered  a  wife  Council  to  them  ■ 
Of  ev'ry  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufmefs. 
Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful.     Wherefore  humbly. 
Sir,  T  befeech  you,  fpare  me,  'till  I  may 
Ee  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advis'd  ;  whofe  counfel . 
I  will  implore.     If  not,  i'th'  name  of  God,. 
Yourpleafurebefulfiird! 
.   WoL  You  have  here,  lady, 
(And  of  your  choice)  thefe  rev'rend  fathers,  men  ■ 
Of  fingular  integrity  and  learning  : 
Yea,  the  ele6l  o'th'land,  who  are  affembled 
To  plead  your  caufe.     It  fhall  be  therefore  bootlefs. 
That  longer  you  defer  the  Court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  reftiiie 
What  is  unfettled  in  the  King.- 

Cam.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well  and  juftly  ;  therefore,  Madam,... 
It's  lit  this  royal  Sefiion  do  proceed  ; 
And  that  without  delay  their  arguments 
Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 

^cen.  Lord  Cardinal, 
To  you  I  fpeak. 

V/ol.  Your  pleafure.  Madam  ? 

^.een.  Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep  ;  but  thinking  thr^t 
We  are  a  Queen,  or  long  have  dream'd  fo ;  certain,  . 
The  daughter  of  a  King ;  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  iirc. 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet 

^leen.  I  wfil,  when  you  are  humble  :  nay,  before  >. 
Or  God  will  punifb  me.     I  do  believe, 
Iriduc'd  by  potent  circumflances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy,  and  make  my  challenge  ; 
You  fhall  not  be  my  judge.     For  it  is  you  ^ 

Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me; 
Which  God's  dew  qieich?  therefore,  1  fay  rgain, 

I  utterly 
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I'  mterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for- my  judge;  whom  yet  once  more^ 
I  hold  my  moll  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth.- 

Wol.  I  do  profefs. 
You  fpeak  not  like  your  felf ;  who  ever  yet 
Have  ftood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  th'  effeds 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
O'er-topping  woman's  power.      Madam. ,  you  wrong  mci  . 
I  have  no  fpleen  againft  you,  nor  injuftice 
For  you,  or  any  ;  how  far  I've  proceeded, , 
Or  how  far  further  frail,  is  warranted 
By  a  commiffion  from  the  Confiftory, 
Yea,  the  whole  Confift'ry  of  Rome.     You  charge  me, 
Tliat  I  have  blown  this  coal ;  I  do  deny  it* 
The  King  is  prefent  -,  iPt  be  known  to  him  • 
That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  vvound^ , 
And  worthily,  my  fallhood  ?  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.     But  if  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows, 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.     Therefore  in  him  - 
It  lyes  to-cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 
Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.     The  vvhich-before 
His  Highnefs  fhall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 
You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking ;  , 
And  to  fay  fo  no  more. 

^een.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
I  am  a  fimple  woman,  much  too  weak 
T' oppofe  your  cunning.     You  arenieek,  and  humble ". 

mouth' d  J 
^  You  fign  your  place  and  cainng,  in  full  feeming. 
With  meeknefs  and  humility  ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'dwith  arrogancy,  fpleen,  and  pride. 
You  have  by  fortune,  and  his  Highnefs'  favours,  . 
Gone  flightly  o'er  low  fleps ;  and  nov/  are  mounted,' 
Where  Pow'rs  are  your  retainers  j  and  your  words, 
Domefticks  to  you,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Your  felf  pronounce  their  office,  I  muft  tell  you. 
You  tender  more  your  perfon's  honour,  than 

6  Tau  ^^R your  ^Lce  and  editing, ]  Sign'^  for  aarWer. 

Yoitr 
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Vbur  high  profefiion  fplritual :  That  agaiu 
I  'do  refuie  you  for  my  juc'ge;  and  here. 
Before  you  r.il,  appeal  unto  tiie  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  Ciufe  'fore  his  Holiacfa  ; 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

\_She  curtfies  to  the  King^  and  offers  to  depart. 

Cam,  The  Queen  is  obftinate. 
Stubborn  to  juuicc,  apt  t'accufe  it,  and 
Difciainful  to  be  tryM  by'ti  'ti^  not  well,  • 
She's  going  away. 

King,  Call  her  sgain.  ■ 

C^yer.  Catharine^  Queen  of  England j  come  into  tli3 
Court 

JJJher.  Mad-iR'i,  you  arecall'd  back.  /* 

^.een.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you,  keep  your 
way. 
When  you  are  call'd,  return.     Now  the  Lord  help, 
Tliey  vex  n^  pall  my  patience  ! — pray  you,  pafs  on  i 
I  will  not  tarry  j  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  b'jfinefs  my  appearance  make 
111  any  of  their  Courts. 

lExeunt  ^ueen  and  her  Attendants 

SCENE    VII. 

King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate  ; 
That  man  i'th'  world  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufled  ; 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that.     Thou  art  aione, 
{if  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlcnefs. 
Thy  meeknefs  faint-like,  wife-like  govenament. 
Obeying  in  co^umtmding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  cife,  could  fpeak  thee  out) 
The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens.     She's  noble  born  i 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  ihe  has 
Carried  her  felf  tow'rds'me. 

JVo/.  Moil  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbled  manner  I  require  your  Highnefs, 
That  it  ihall  pleafe  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  theft  ears  (for  where  I'm  robb'd  and  booad, 

There 
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There  muft  I  be  unloos'd  5  "  althougii  not  there 
Aton'd,  and  fully  fatisfy'd  ;)  if  I 
Did  broach  this  bufinefs  to  your  Highnefs,  or 
Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  queflion  on't  •  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  royal  lady,  fpake  one  the  leall  word, 
That  mighu  be  prejudice  of  her  prefent  ftate^ 
Or  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

Kitig.  My  lord  Cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't :  you  p.re  not  to  be  taught. 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo ;  but,  like  the  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do.     ^y  fome  of  thefe-  - 
The  Queen  is  put  In  anger  ;  y'are  excus'd : 
But  will  you  be  more  jullify'd  ?  you  ever 
Have  wifh'd  the  lleeping  of  this  bufmefs,  never  ~ 
DefirM  it  to  be  IHrr'd;  but  oft  have  hindred 
The  pafTagesmade  tow'rds  it: — On  my  honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  lord  Cardinal  to  this  point ; 
And  thus  far  clear  him.     Now,  what  mov'd  me  to't,  . 
I  will-be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention  : 
Then  mark  th'  Induceraentv    Thus  it  came ;  'give  heed- -^ 

to'L 
My  confcience  firll  receivM  a  tendemefs. 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter'd 
By  th'  bifhop  of  Bayon,  then  French  ambaffador  ; 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleans  and  . 
Our  daughter  Mary :  I'th'  progrefs  of  tliis  bufinefs. 
Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 
(I  mean  the  bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite  ; 
Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  lord  advertife. 


although  net  fiere 


Ax  ON  c  I ,  and  fully  jati iff  d  ; ]     Whst  he  aims  at  is 

this  J  where  laraiobbed  and  bound,  there  mufl  I  be  unlooied,  tho* 
the  inimers  be  not  there  to  make  me  fatisfaftion  :  as  much  as  to 
iay,  I  owe  fo  much  to  my  own  ifinccence,  as  to  clear  up  my  ci(a- 
1  after,  tho'  I  do  not  expeft  my  wrongers  will  do  ine  juftice.  It 
ferns  then  that  SLakefpeer  wrote, 

Ato^-'d,  6ndfult'/fatifyd»'.i.  , ...  •     " 

Whcth# 
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Whetlier  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 

Refpefting  this  our  marriage  with  the  Dowager," 

Sometime  our  brother's  wife.     This  refpite  Ihook 

The  Bofom  of  my  confcience,  enter'd  me. 

Yea,  with  a  Iplitting  power  j  and  made  to  tremble 

The  region  of  my  breaft  ;  which  forc'd  fuch  way. 

That  many  mazM  conflderings  did  throng, 

And  preftinwithrthis  caution.     Firft,  methought, 

I  flood  not  in  the  finile  of  heav'n,  which  had 

Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb 

(If  it  conceiv'd  a  male-child  by  me)  fhould 

Do  no  more  Offices  of  life  to't,  than 

The  grave  does  to  the  dead  ;  for  her  male-i/Tje 

Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 

This  world  had  air'd  them.     Hence  I  took  a  thought. 

This  was  a  judgment  on  me,  that  m.y  kingdom 

(Well  worthy  the  befl  heir  o'  th'  world)  fhould  not 

Be  gladded  in't  by  me.     Then  follows,  that 

I  weigh'd  rhe  danger  which  my  realms  flood  in 

By  this  my  ifTue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 

Many  a  groaning  throe :  thus  hulling  in 

The  wild  fea  of  my  confcience,  I  did  fleer 

Towards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 

Now  prefent  here  together ;  that's  to  {?.y, 

I  meant  to  rcftiiie  my  confcience,  (which 

I  then  did  feel  full-fick,  and  yet  not  well ;) 

By  all  the  rev'rend  fathers  of  the  land 

And  doftors  learn'd.     Firfl,  I  began  in  private 

With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincoln  ;  you  remember. 

How  under  my  oppreffion  I  did  reek. 

When  I  firfl  mov'd  you. 

Lin,  Very  wel',  my  liege. 

King.  I  have  fpoke  long ;  be  pieas'd  your  fclf  to  fliy 
How  far  you  fatisfy'd  m.e. 

Lin.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  queflion  did  at  firfl  fo  flagger  me. 
Bearing  a  flate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  confequence  of  dread ;  that  I  committed 
The  daring'fl  counfel,  which  I  had,  to  doubt : 
And  did  intreat  your  Highnefs  to  tliis  courfe. 
Which  you  are  jruaning  here. 

King. 
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King,  I  then  movM  you, 
My  lord  of  Canterbury  ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  fummons :  Unfollicited 
I  left  no  reverend  perfon  in  this  Court,  ^ 

But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  feals.     Therefore  go  on ; 
For  no  diflike  i*  th'  world  againft  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  Iharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alledged  reafons  drive  this  forward. 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life  ^ 

And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  come,  with  her, 
(Caiharine  our  Queen)  before  the  primeft  creature 
That's  paragon'd  i'  th'  v/orld. 

Ca7?i.   So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queen  being  abfent,  *tis  a  needful  litnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  Court  to  further  day  ; 
Mean  while  mull  be  an  carneft  motion 
'  Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  to  his  Holinefs. 

King,   r  may  perceive, 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Romf:- 
My  learn'd  and  well-beloved  fervant  Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee,  return  !  with  thy  approach,  I  know,     ^ 
My  comfort  comes  along.     Break  up  the  Court; 
I  fay,  fet  on.  \Exeunt,  in  mamier  as  they  enter  d. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

T^he  Queen'/  Apartment* 

The  ^een  and  her  Womeny  as  at.  Wori. 

Slueen.  ^T^AKE  thy  lute/ wench,  my  foul  grows- 

J_  fad  with  troubles : 

S.ing,  and  difperfe  'em,  if  thoucanft  ;  leav£  working. 

SONG, 
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ORpheus  ciuithhis  lute  made  trees^ 
And  themcttntain-tops,  that  freezty 
Boiv  them/ei^s  nvhen  he  didfing. 
To.  his  mu/tcky  plants  and  fiorwers 
E^ver  fprungy  as  fun  and  Jhon/oers 
There  had  made  a  lafti7ig  fpriag. 

Enxry  thing  that  heard  him  play, 
E^^n  the  hillonjos  of  the  fea. 

Hung  their  Heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
In  fqveet  mufick  is  fuch  art. 
Killing-care,  and  grief  of  heart 

Fall  ajleepy  Qr  hearing  die. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

^een.  How  now? 

Ge7i.  An'tpleafe  your  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinals  • 
Wait  in  the  prefence. 

^een.  Would  they  fpeak  v/ith  me  Y 

Gen.  They  wilPd  me  fay  fo.  Madam. 

^teen.  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near ;  what  can  be  their  buiinefs 
With  me^a  poor  weak  woman,  faJ'n  from  favour  ? 
I  do  not  like  their  comirig.     Now  I  think  on't, 
*  They  ihoiild  be  good  men,  their  affairs  are  righteous^ 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Ent^r  the  Cardinals  Wolfey  end  Campeius. 

Wol.  Peace  to  your  Highnefs ! 

^een.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfewifc^ 
(I  would  be  all)  againft  the  worft  may  happen  : 
What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  rev'rend  Lords  ? 

PFol.  May't  pleafe  you,.noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 

I  T^^ey  Jhciild  he  goodmen,  tbeir  affairs  are  righiecus,]  Affaire  for 
f''^/^^"^  >  and  then  the  fenfe  is  dear  and  pertinent.  Thtprcpojiiicn 
hy  they  are  priefts.  The  illation,  therefore  they  are  good  men  5  fo 
being  underftood :  But  if  affair:  be  interpreted  ic  its  coKimon  £gni- 
fication,  the  fentence  is  abfurd, 

Int© 
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Into  your  private  chamber;  we  fhall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

^een.  Speak  it  here. 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  ye%  o'  my  confcience, 
Deferves  a  corner  j  'would,  all  other  women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do  ! 
My  Lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  m.y  adlions 
Were  try'd  by  ev'ry  tongue,  evVy  eye  faw  'em.; 
Envy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againil  'em  -, 
I  know  my  life  fo  even.     If  your  bufmefs 
Do  feek  me  cut,  and  that  way  I  am  wifs  in. 
Out  with  it  boldly  :  truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Wol.   Tanta  efi  erga  te  mentis  mtegriuis,  Regina  Seres 
tnjjima,    •     •••'• 

^leen.   O,  good  my  lord,  no  lath ; 
I  am  not  fuch  a  truant,  fince  my  coming,. 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in. 
A  llrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  flrange,  fafpi- 

cious : 
Pray,  fpeak  in  Englijb ;  here  are  fome  will  thank  you. 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miflrefs*  fake. 
Believe  me,  ihe  has  had  much  wrong.     Lord  Cardinal^ 
The  vvilling'ft  fm  I  ever  yet  committed, 
May  be  abfolv'd  in  E?igli/7j. 

Wol.  Noble  lady, 
I'm  forry  my  Integnty  Ihould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  fufpicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accufation 
To  taint  that  honour,  ev'ry  good  tongue  blefies  y. 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  5 
You  have  too  much,  good  lady :   but  to  know 
How  you  Hand  minded  in  the  weighty  difF'rence 
Between  the  King  and  you  :  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  hcneft  men,  our  juH  opinions 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Cam.   Mofc  honour'd  Madam, 
My  lord  of  York,  cut  of  his  noble  nature. 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  Hill  bore  your  Grace, 
forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  cenfure 

Both 
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Both  of  his  truth  and  him  ;  (which  v/as  too  faij 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace 
His  fervice  and  his  counfel.— — . 

^een.  To  betray  me. 
My  lords,  I  thank  you  bofh  for  your  good' vvflls. 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men  i  pray  God,  ye  prove  fo  ! 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear,)  with  my  weak  wit. 
And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning. 
In  truth,  I  know  not.     I  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids;  full  little,  God  knows,  lookin<r 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufmefs,  "^ 

For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  laft  fit  of  my  greatnefs)  good  your  Graces, 
Let  me  have  time  and  counfel  for  my  caufe  : 
Alas  !  I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  King's  love  with  thofc:^ 
fears. - 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

^een.  In  Ejiglandy 
But  little  for  my  profit :  can  you  think,  lords. 
That  any  EngUJh  man  dare  give  me  counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend  Vainft  his  Highnefs'  pleafure, 
"  (Though  he  be  grown  fb  defp'rate  to  be  honeft,) 

And  live  a  fubjed  ?  ^  They,  forfooth,  my  friends 

They,  that  mull  weigh  out  my  afflidlions, 
They,  that  my  trufl  mufl  grow  to,  live  not  here ; 
They  are,  as  all  my  comforts  are,  far  hence. 
In  my  own  countr)%  Lords. 

CupT,  r  would,  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel. 

^een.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cam,  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  King's  proteftion;  •• 
He's  loving  and  molt  graciour.     'Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better.  And  your  caufe : 
For  if  the  tryal  of  the  law  o'er-take  ye. 
You'll  part  away  difgiac'd. 

WoL  He  tells  you  rightly. . 

^ Nay,  >/*f;Z,,_]  We  fcoiiU  road.  They ,.-»<>a^^- 
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^een.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifh  for  Both,  my  ruin  : 
Js  this  your  chriftian  counfel  ?  out  upon  ye  ! 
Heav'n  is  above  all  yet  i  there  fits  a  judge. 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 

Cam.  Your  rage  miUakes  us. 

^een.  The  more  fhame  for  yej  lioly  men  I  thought 

ye. 

Upon  my  foul,  two  rev' rend  Cardinal  virtues ; 

But  Cardinal  fins,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye  : 

Mend  'em  for  fhame,  my  lords :  is  this  your  comfort  ? 

The  cordial,  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  kdy  ? 

A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd  ? 

I  will  not  wifh  ye  half  my  miferies, 

I  have  more  charity.     But  fay,  I  warnM  ye ; 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  heav'n's  fake,  left  at  once. 

The  burthen  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

WoL  Madam,  this  is  a  meer  diftradion  5 
3  You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

^een.  Ye  turn  m.e  into  nothing.     Wo  upon  ye. 
And  all  fach  falfe  prof.  Ifors !  Would  you  have  me 
{If  you  have  any  juftice,  any  pity, 
**  4  If  ye  be  any  thing,  but  churchmen's  habits) 
Put  my  fick  caufe  into  his  r.ands  -J^at  haies  n.e  ? 
Alas !  h'as  banifti'd  me  his  bed  already  ; 
Hi   love,  too  long  ago.     Tm  old,  my  lords  5 
And  all  th.e  fellowfhip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.     What  can  happen 
To  mt,  above  this  wretche-^nefs  ?  all  your  ftudies    ♦ 
Make  nie  a  curfe,  like  thii ! 

Cam.  Your  iears  are  worfe—— 
^een.  Have  I  'iv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeak  my  felF, 
Since  virtue  ands  no  friends)  a  wife,  tx  true  one  ? 
A  woman  (I  dare  lay,  without  vain  glory  j ) 
Never  yet  branded  with  lUijpicion  ? 

3  Ten  turn  the  gcod  '-xt  offtr  into  envy.  J  En'uyy  for  evil. 
4.  If  ye  be  any  tbin-._  hut  ckurchmens'  hah'ts^   I'his  ic  finely  expreff- 
ad.     Our  great  rriodtrn  po<^t  ufes  the  Cxme  thought: 

If  the  Monarch  flays  the  Jllotik, 

IfCobh   hie  The  Parfcn  tvill  kt  drurtk^ 

Werth  nuikes  the  mati,  and  Want  of  it,  the  fellox^^ 

The  reft  is  all  but  Leather  or  Piunello. 

IIay« 
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Have  I,  with  all  my  full  affediohs 

Still  met  the  King?  lov'd  him  next  heav'n,  obeyM  him? 

Been,  ont  of  fondnefs,  fuperllitious  to  him  ? 

Almoft  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 

And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  rot  well,  lords. 

Bring  me  a  conflant  woman  to  her  hu]l)and. 

One,  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyoi.  i  his  pleafure ; 

And  to  that  woman,  when  Ihe  has  done  mofr. 

Yet  will  I  add  an  honour;  a  great  patience. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at. 
^leen.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo^guilty. 

To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  mader  v/ed  mc  to  :  nothing  but  death 

Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

//W.  Pray,  hear  me 

^sen.  'Would  I  had  never  trod  this  'EngUJh  earth. 
Or  felt  the  flaiteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 

Ye've  angels'  faces,  butheav'n  knov/s  your  hearts. 
What  ilmll  become  of  me  nov/  !  wretched  lady ! 
I  am  the  moll  unhappy  woman  living. 
Alas !  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes  ? 

\To  her  iMomen, 
Ship-wreck'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity. 
No  friends,  no  hope  !  no  kindred  weep  for  me  f 
Almcft,  no  grave  allow'd  mc  !  like  the  lilly. 
That  once  was  miftrefs  of  the  field  and  flourifh'd, 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  perifn. 

Woi.  If  your  Grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know,  our  ends  are  honeftj 
You'd  feel  more  comfort.     Why  fhould  we,  good  lady. 
Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  ?  alas !  our  places. 
The  way  of  our  profefTion  is  agahifl  it : 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs'  fake,  confider  what  you  do  ; 
How  you  may  hurt  your  felf ;  nay,  utterly  ^ 
Grow  from  the  King's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  Princes  kifs  obedience. 
So  much  they  love  it :  but  to  ftubborn  fpirits, 
Theyfwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble,  temper, 
A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm  ^  pray,  think  us 

Thofe 
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Tliofe  we  profefs,  peace-makers,    friends  and  fervants. 
Cam.   Madam,   you'll  find  it  fo  :  you  wrong  your 

virtues 
With  ihefc  weak  women's  fears.     A  noble  fpirit. 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  calls 
Such  doubts,  as  falfe  coin,  from  it.     The  King  Iov=es 

you  ; 
Bewpj-e,  you  lofe  it  not ;  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  trufl:  us  in  your  bufmefs)  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoil  fiudies  in  your  fervice. 

^een.  Do  what  you  will,  my  lords  j  and,  pray,  for^ 

give  me. 
If  I  have  us'd  my  felf  unmannerly. 
You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 
Pray,  do  my  fervice  to  his  Majefty. 
He  has  my  heart  yet  ,*  and  fhall  have  my  prayers. 
While  I  fhall  have  my  life.     Come,  rev'rend  fathers. 
Bellow  your  counfeb  on  me.     She  now  begs. 
That  little  mougnt,  when  fhe  fet  footing  here, 
Slie  fhould  have  bought  her  dignities  fo  dear.     [^Bxeunt^ 

SCENE     II. 

Antechamber  to   the  King%  Jpartments. 

Enter  Duke  0/ Norfolk,  D^-lc- ^/ Suffolk,  Z or ^  Surrey, 
and  Lord  Chamherlain. 

"^or.  TF  you  will  now  uri;:^  m  your  complaints, 

X  And  force  them  vvith  a  conftar  .;•,    the  Car- 
dmal 
Cannot  fland  under  them.     If  you  emit 
The  o'^er  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, ' 
But  thntyou  fhall fuftain  more:  v  "  ^':  traces. 
With  thefe  you  bear  alre^sdy. 

Sur.  I  am  jovful 
To  meet  rh^  --alt  oc^  fion  th?t  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  ^ath^r-in-law,  the  Duke, 
To  be  reveng  d  on  h'm. 
Suf,  Whiciiof  the  peer*; 
•^  Have 


^6o  Khtg  Henry  VIII. 

Have  uncontemnM  gone  by  him,  5  or  at  lesA 
Stood  not  neglefted  r  ^  when  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon  ; 
Outofthimfelf? 

Cham.  My  lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures  j 
What  he  d«ferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  r 
What  we  can  do  to  him,  (though  now  the  time 
Give  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  th'  King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  King  in's  tongue. 

Nor.  O,  fear  him  not, 
His  fpell  in  that  is  out ;  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againii  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  fettled. 
Not  to  comeoiF,  in  hie  moil  high  difpleafure. 

Sur.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  Divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  ,•  wherein  he  appears. 
As  I  would  wifli  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 
His  practices  to  light  ? 

Suf.  Moft  ftrangely. 

Sur.  How? 

Suf.  The  Cardinal's  letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarried. 
And  came  to  th'eye  o'  th'  King  ;  wherein  was  read. 
How  that  the  Cardinal  did  intreat  his  Holinefs 
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Strangely  ne^eBed? ]   The  plain  fcnfe  requires  ns 

to  read,  stccd  not  ne^leBed. 

6  '    ■  nvhen  did  be  regard 

Thejli^mp  cfn'.blenefs  in  any  perfou 

Out  or  hirrfe/jF]  The  expreflion  is  bad,  and  the  thought  falfe. 
For  it  fuppofes  tVolJey  to  be  noble,  which  was  not  io  :  we  fliould  read 
and  point, 

■ rwhen  did  be  regard 

The  fiamp  ofrcbler.efs  in  any  ferfoti  j 
Out  of't  hir/jfelff 
i.  c.  when  d;d  he  regard  ttsblencfs  of  blood  in  another  j  having  none 
of  fciso'vra  to  value  himfclf  upon  ? 

T® 
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To  flay  the  Judgment  0'  th'  Divorce  ;  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  affeftion  to 
A  creature  of  the  Queen's,  lady  Jnne  Bullen. 

Sur.  Has  the  King  this  ? 

Saf.  Believe  it. 

Sur.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coafts 
7   And  edges  his  own  way.     But  in  this  point 
All  his  tricks  founder  ;  and  he  brings  his  phyfick 
After  his  patient's  death;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 

Sur.   'Would  he  had! 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wilh,  rny  lord. 
For,  I  profefs,  you  have  it. 

Sur.   Now  all  joy 
Trace  the  corjunftion  ? 

Suf.  My  Amen  to't ! 

Nor.   All  men's  ! 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronation : 
Marry,  this  is  yet  but  young  ;  and  may  be  left 
To  Tome  ears  unrecounted.     But,  my  lords. 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  compleat 
In  mind  and  feature.     I  pcrfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleifmg  to  this  land,  which  fhall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd. 

Sur.  But  will  the  King 
Digeft  this  letter  of  the  Cardinal's  ? 
The  lord  forbid  ! 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen! 
Suf.  No,  no: 
There  be  more  wafps,  that  buz  about  his  nofe. 
Will  make  this  fting  the  fooner.     Cardinal  Cafnpeiui 
Is  flol'n  away  to  RomCy  has  ta'en  no  leave. 
Hath  left  the  caufe  o'th'  King  unhandled  ;  and 
Is  polled,  as  the  agent  of  our  Cardinal, 

7  Andw.Y.-DG'E.shis  oivn  nvay.-^-l  It  is  not  fald,  that  the  King 
perceives  how  lie  objiru&s  his  own  way  5  but  how  obliquely  he  purfues 
it  J  we  fhould  read  therefore, 

EDG£s  his  oKVtt  ivay^ 

Voi.  V.       .  R  To 
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To  fecond  all  his  plot.     I  do  afiiire  you, 
The  King  cry'd,  ha!  at  this. 

Cham.   Now,  God  incenfe  him  ; 
And  let  him  cry,  ha,  louder  ? 

Nor.  But,  my  lord. 
When  returns  Crantner> 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  with  his  opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfyM  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
Gather'd  from  all  the  famous  colleges 
Almoft  in  Chriftendom  ;  ihortly,  I  believe. 
His  fccond  marriage  fhall  be  pablifh'd,  and 
Her  Coronation.      Catharine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd  Queen  ;  but  Princefs  dowagc^ 
And  widow  to  Prince  Arthur, 

Nor.   This  fame  Cranmers 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  King's  bufmefs. 

Suf.  He  has,  and  we  fhall  fee  him 
For  it  an  Archbiihop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tis  fo. 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwell. 

The  Cardinal 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

Wol.  The  packet,  Cromnvell, 
Gave  it  you  the  King  ? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in's  bed-chamber. 

WoL  Look'd  he  o'th'  infide  of  the  paper  ? 

Crom.  Prefcntly 
He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  view'd. 
He  did  it  wi.h  a  ferious  mind  ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance.     You  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

Wcl.  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad  ? 

Crom.  I  think,  by  this  he  is, 

Woi.  Leave  me  a  while.  [Exit  Cromwell. 

It  fhall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Jlanfon,  [Afide, 

The  Trench  King's  filler ;  he  fliall  marry  her.^ 

Anne  Bullen!  no,  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him, 

There**  more  in't  than  fair  vifagc — Btdlen  I 
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NOj  we'll  no  Bullens  ! fpeedily,  1  wilh 

To  hear  from  Rome -the  marchionefs  of  Pem» 

broke  !  — 

Kor.  He's  difcontented. 

Suf.  May  be,  he  hears  the  King 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur.  Sharp  enough, 
Lord,  for  thy  juftice! 

/To/.  [Jji^e.']   The  late  Queen's  gentlewoman!    a 
Knight's  daughter ! 

To  be  her  miftreiV  miftrefs  I  the  Queen's  Queen ! 

This  candle  burns  not  clear :    tis  I  muft  fnufFit. 
Then  out  it  goes — what  though  I  know  her  virtuouSj 
And  well  deierving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran ;  and  not  wholeiome  to 
Our  caafe,  that  {he  (hould  lye  i'th'  bofome  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  King.     Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  heretick,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer  ;  one. 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He's  vcx'd  at  fomething 

SCENE    III. 

"Enter  King,  reading  of  a  fchedule  i  and  l^OVtW. 
Sur.  I  would,  'twere  fomething  that  would  fret  the 
ftring. 
The  mafter-cord  of 's  heart ! 

Suf.  The  King,  the  King. 

King.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion  !  what  expcnce  by  th'  hour  ^ 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  !  how,  i'th'  name  of  thriftj 
Does  he  rake  this  together  !  Now,  my  lords  i 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal  ? 

Nor.  My  lord,  we  have 
Stood  here    obferving  him.     Some   flrange  Comma* 

tion 
Is  in  his  brain ;  he  bites  his  lip,  and  ftarts ; 

K  «  ^  Stopi 
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^  Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground. 
Then  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple ;  ftrait. 
Springs  out  into  fafl  gait,  then  ftops  again  ,• 
Strikes  his  breaft  hard,  and  then  anon  he  carts 
His  eye  againft  the  moon  ;  in  mofl  ftrange  poilures 
We've  feen  him  fet  himfelf. 

King.  It  may  well  be, 
There  is  a  mutiny  in's  mind.     This  morning 
Papers  of  ftate  he  fent  me  to  perufe. 
As  I  requir'd  -,  and,  wot  you,  what  I  found 
There,  on  my  confcience  put  unwittingly  ? 
Forfcoth,  an  Inventory,  thus  importino-  • 
The  feveral  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treafure. 
Rich  fluffs  and  ornaments  of  houfhold,  which 
I  find  at  fuch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
PofTefiion  of  a  fubjedl. 

Nor.  It's  heav'n^s  will ; 
Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet. 
To  blefs  your  eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think. 
His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth. 
And  fixM  on  fpiritual  objeds,  he  fhould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings ;  but,  I  am  afraid. 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  nor  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 

\Jie  takes  his  feat,  ^-hifpers  Lovell,  nvbo  goes  f 
Wolley. 

Wol.  Heav'n  forgive  me          — 
Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefsf 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  heav'nly  ftaf,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  bed  graces  in  your  mind  j  the  which 
Yoa  were  now  running  o'er ;  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure  a  brief  fpan. 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit  j  fure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  hufband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

%  St'$i  cTi  a  fudden,  &c.]  How  well  the  poet  copies  nature  here 
-we  mr,y  fee  by  Sallufr's  defcriptron  cf  Caiil'iKe^  Esit.-.rJons,  Citus 
r^v/f,  ir.idl  turdni  wcej^li  •  pr^niti  in  facie  "jecordia  inerat, 

WoL 
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WoL  Sir, 
For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time  j 
A  time,  to  think  upoi)  the  part  of  bulinefs 
I  bear  i'th'  ftate  ;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prefervation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  frail  fon,  amongft  my  brethren  mortal. 
Mull  give  my  tendance  to. 
King.  You  have  faid  well. 

JVol.  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together. 
As  I  will  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  faying  \ 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  again  ; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  well. 
And  yet  word?  are  no  deeds.     My  father  lov'd  you ; 
He  faid,  he  did :  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.     Since  I  had  my  office, 
I've  kept  you  next  my  heart ;  have  not  alone 
Imploy'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home  ; 
But  par'd  my  prefent  havings,  to  beitow 
My  bounties  upon  yc-^. 

Wol  Whatlhouiachis  mean?  [Afid^. 

Sur.  The  lord  increafe  this  bufmefs  f  \^Afui^. 

King.  Have  1  not  made  you 
The  prim.e  .nan  of  the  ilafe  ?  I  pray  you,  tell  me. 
If  what  T  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  : 
A;id,  if  you  may  co:-.fef5  i(,  fay  withal. 
If  you  are  bouiid  to  us,  or  no?  what  fay  you? 

IVoI.  My  Sovereign,  I  confefs  your  royal  graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  requite,  which  went 
9  Beyond  all  man's  endeavours.     My  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  fhort  of  my  defires. 
Yet,  fiird  with  my  abilities,  mine  own  Ends 
Have  been  mine  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  th'  good  of  your  moft  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ilate :  For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  m.e,  poor  undeferver,  I 

9  BeycnJ all  man's  endeavourc— ]  EnJeavows  for  deferts.  Bat 
theCLvfcrJ  Editor,  not  knowing  the  fenfcin  which  the  word  is  here 
ufeci,  "alters  it  to  amhitiitu  _ 

R  3  Can 
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Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks^ 
My  pray'rs  to  heav'n  for  you  ;  my  loyalty. 
Which  ever  ha?,  and  ever  Ihall  be  growing, 
'Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

Ki'^tg.  Fairly  anfwer'd : 
A  loyal  and  obedient  fubjeft  is 
Therein  illuflrated  ;  the  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  act  of  it^  as  i'tli'  contrary 
■The  foulnefs  is  the  punifhment.     I  prefume. 
That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart   dropped   love  ;  my   pow'r  rain'd   honoury 

more 
On  yon,  than  any ;  (o  your  hand  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  ev'ry  funclion  of  your  power. 
Should,  notwithflanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any, 

IFo/.  Iprofefs, 
That  for  your  Highnefs'  good  I  ever  labour'd. 
More  than  mine  own  j  that  am  I,  have  been,  will  be  : 
Though  all  the  world  fhould  crack  their  duty  to  you. 
And  throw  it  from  their  foul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rock  againft  the  chiding  flood. 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  breaks 
And  ftand  unfhaken  yours. 

King.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken  ; 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breaft. 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't.     Read  o'er  this, 

[Gi'ving  him  paper f. 
And,  after,  this ;  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 
What  appetite  you  may. 

[^Exit  King,  frotvning  "upon  Cardinal  Wolfey  ;  the 
Nobles  throng  after  him,  nxhifpering  and  ftniling* 

SCENE    IV. 

Wol.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 

•  What  fudden  anger's  this  ?  how  hare  I  reap'd  it  ? 

•  He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
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•  LeapM  from  his  eyes.  So  looks  the  chafed  lion 
«  Upon  the  daring  huncfman,  that  hasgairdhim; 
«  Then  makes  him  notliing,'     I  muft  read  this  paper : 

I  fear,  theilor>  of  his  anger 'tis  fo 

This  paper  has  undone  me 'tis  th*  account 

Of  all  that  world  of  ^vealth  I've  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  tjie  Popedom, 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Ro7ne.     O  negligence, 
Ffr  for  a  foci  to  fall  by  !  What  crofs  devil 
Made  me  pat  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 
I  fent  the  King  ?  is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  r 
I  know,  'twii;  Itir  hnii  ftrongly  j  yet  I  know 
Away,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  fortune  ^ 

Will  bring  me  off  again.     What's  this  — ^  -«  '/■'* 

Pope? 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  bufmefs 
I  writ  to's  Holinefs.     Nay,  then  farewel ; 
I've  touch'd  the  higheil  point  of  all  my  Greatnefs$ 
And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory 
I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting.     *  I  Ihall  tall, 

•  Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening; 

•  And  no  man  fee  me  more.' 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  to  Wolfey,    the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk, 
the  Earl  of  Surrey,  ami  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor,  Hear  the  King's  pleafure.  Cardinal,  who  com- 
mands you 
To  render  up  the  Great  Seal  prefently 
Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  your  felf 
To  AJber-houfe,  my  lord  of  Winchefler^y 
*Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 

Wol  Stay: 
Where's  your  commifiion,  lords  ?  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 

5«/.  Who  dare  crofs  'cm, 
Bcaifing  the  King's  will  frem  his  mouth  cxprefly  ? 

^  j^  ^  Woh 
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Wol.   '  Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words  to  do. 
It, 
(I  mean  your  malice  ;)  know,  officious  lords, 
I  dare,  and  mufl  deny  it.     Now  I  feel 

Of  what  coarfe  metal  ye  are  molded, Envy: 

How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  disgrace. 

As  if  it  fed  ye  ;  and  how  ileek,  and  wanton, 

Y  appear  m  ev'ry  thing  m.ay  bring  my  ruin. 

Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice  ; 

You've  chrhliai:  warrant  for  'em,  and,  no  doubt. 

In  time  will  find  their  i^t  rewards.     That  Seal, 

You  a&  wkh  fuch  a  violence,  the  King 

(Mine  and  yourmafter)  with  his  own  hand  gave  mei 

Bad  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 

During  my  life;  and,  to  con£rm  his  goodnefs, 

Ty M  It  by  letters  patents.     Nov/,  who'll  take  it  ?• 

Sur.   The  King,  that  gave  it. 

WoL  It  m.uft  be  him felf  then. 

Sur.  Thou'rt  a  proud  traitor,  priell^ 

Wol  Proud  lord,  thou  liell  j 
"^'^'ithin  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  durft  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  faid  fo, 

Sur.  Thy  ambition. 
Thou  fcariet  fin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 
Oi Vio\yi.z  Buckingha7n^  my  father-in-law: 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  Cardinals, 
(With  thee,  and  all  thy  bell  parts  bound  together  ) 
W^ighM  not  a  hair  of  his.     Plague  of  your  policy  f 

I  'Tin  I  find  more  than  ^'i/l,  cr  nvcrd%t3  doit 

(I  mean  your  malice ',)  kn.iv^^Uare '.deny  ;V.]  They  b^d" 

him  render  up  h,s>V..  He  .nfvver.,  -where^ s your  cciiMn  ?  They 
%,  ...  bear  the  JCinfs  ^.11  from  his  mcuth.  He  repliesf'T;//  7/4 
&c  ,.  .  all  the  ,.;//  or  W^  I  yet  difcover  proceed  from  your  ma- 
Jire  ,  and,  till  I  find  more  than  that,  I  fhall  not  comply  with  your 
demand  One  would  thmk  this  plain  enough  ;  yet  th^  Oxford  Edi- 
tor,  in  the -rage  of  emendation,  alters  the  line  thus, 

H^'hilJ}  I  find  m:re  than  bis  %vill,  or  words  to  it, 
I  mean  your  malice ^   &g. 

which  be:\rs  this  noble  fenfe,  worthy  a  wife  Lord  Chancellor:  Whilft 
T  find  your  mnlice  joined  to  the  King's  will  and  pleafure,  I  fhall  not 
obey  that  Will  and  plealure. 

You. 
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You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Ireland, 

Far  from  his  fuccour  ;  from  the  King  ;  from  all, 

That    might   have   mercy   on  the  fault,    thou  gav'fi 
him : 

Whihl  your  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 

Abfolv'd  him  withan  axe. 
Wol  This,  and  all  elfe 

This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 

I  anfwer,  is  moil  fahe.     The  Duke  by  law 

Found  his  deferts.     How  innocent  I  was 

From  any  private  malice  in  his  end,  ^ 

His  ncble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witnefs. 

If  I  IcvM  many  words,  lord,  I  fhould  tell  you. 

You  have  as  little  honefty  as  honour ; 

That  I,  i'th'  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 

Toward  the  King,  my  ever-royal  mailer, 

Dare  mate  a  founder  man  than  Surrey  can  be, 

J\nd  all  that  love  his  follies. 
Sur.  By  my  foul, 

Your  long  coat,  prieft,  proteds  you;  thou  lliould'll  feel 

My  fword  i'th'  life-blood  of  thee  elfe.     My  lords, 

Can^  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 

And  from  this  fellow  ?  if  we  live  thus  tamely. 

To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet, 

Farewel,  nobility  ;  let  his  Grace  go  forward. 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks. 

Wol.   All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  llomach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealtli  into  one. 
Into  your  own  hands,  Cardinal,  by  extortion : 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  th'  Pope,  againll  the  King ;  your  goodnefs^ 
Since  you  provoke  me,  ihall  be  mofl  notorious. 
My  lord  of  'Norfolk,  as  you're  truly  noble. 
As  you  refpeft  the  com.mon  good,  the  ilate 
Of  our  defpis'd  nobility  ;  our  ifTues, 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  gentlemen  ; 
Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fms,  the  articles 
CoUeaed  from  his  life.     I'll  ftartle  you, 
Worfe  than  the  facring  bell,  when  the  brown- wench" 

R  5  Lay 


j7^  t^lng  MenrV  VIII. 

Lay  kifling  in  your  arms,  lord  Cardinal. 

Wol.  Ho»v    much,  methinks,  I  could  dcfpife   this 
man, 
But  that  Pm  bound  in  charity  againft  it !  1 

Ner.  Thofe   articles,    my  lord,   are  in  th'    King's 
hand: 
But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wol.  So  much  fairer. 
And  fpotlefs,  fhall  mine  innocence  arife  ; 
When  the  King  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  fave  you  : 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  articles,  and  out  they  (hall. 
Now,  if  you  can,  blulh,  and  cry  guilty,  Cardinal ; 
You'll  fhew  a  lie  tie  honelly. 

Wol.  Speak  on,  Sir, 
i  dare  your  worft  objedlions :  if  I  blufh. 
It  is  to  fee  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I'd  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  head  j  have  at 
you. 
Firft,  that  without  the  King's  affent,  or  knowledge. 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legat ;  by  which  power 
You  maim'dthe  jurifdidion  ©fall  bifhops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Romey  or  elfe 
To  foreign  Princes,  Ego  ^  Rex  mens 
Was  flill  infcrib'd ;  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
*'To  be  your  fervant. 

Suf.   That  without  the  knowledge 
I'jther  of  King  or  Council,  when  you  went 
AmbaHador  to  th'  Emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  Seal. 

Sur.   Item,   You  fent  a  large  commiflion 
To  Gregory  de  Cajfado,  to  conclude. 
Without  the  King's  will  or  the  State's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That  out  of  meer  ambition,  you  have  made 
Your  holy  hat  be  ftampt  on  the  King's  coin. 

Shr.  Then,  that  you    have   fent   innumerable   fub- 
fiance 
(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  confcience) 
To  farnilh  Rome  ;  and  to  prepare  the  ways 

You 
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You  have  for  dignities,  to  th*  mecr  undoing 

Of  all  the  kingdom.     Many  more  there  are, 

*  Which  fince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 

I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 
G/yam.  O,  my  lord,  . 

Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;    tis  virtue  : 

His  faults  lye  open  to  the  laws ;  let  them, 

Not  you,  corred  him.     My  heart  weeps  to  fee  hmi 

So  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him.  t    r       v 

Suf.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King^s  further  pleafure  is,  . 
iBecaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late. 
By  your  powV  legatine  within  this  kingdom, 
FallinthecompafsofaPr^wWf) 
That  therefore  fuch  a  writ  be  fuM  agamft  you,  - 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Caftles,  and  whatfoever,  and  to  be^     ^ 
Out  of  the  King's  protefUon.     This  is  "^y  ^ W^' 
Nor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.     For  your  ftabbom  anfwer,  . 

so  fare  yoHell,  my  little  ZOoi^^^^^C.^ff.^  ^^^^^ 

SCENE    VL 

Wol.  So  farewel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me.  • 
Fnrewel,  a  long  farewel  to  all  my  greatneis ! 
This  is  the  ilate  of  man ;   to  day  he  puts  forth  : 
The  tender  leaves  of  hopes,  to  morrov/  blouoms. 
And  bears  his  blufliing  honours  thick  upon  him ; 
The  third  day  comes  a  froil,  a  kiUmg  froil ; 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafte  man,  fall  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  J  nips  his  root ;  ^^^ 

that  know;n.  h^mfeif  co  be  pox'd,  he  y.t  came  near  the  Kmg  s  perfon. 

3    -N:ps'h:s...^]   Asfpringfrof^:arenotmjunom  tothemn 

</ fruit  trees,  I  Aould  imagiae  the  Poet  wrote  shoot,  '.f.  that  ten 
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And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  have  ventured 
■Like  httle  wanton  boys,  that  fwim  on  bladder?,, 
rhele  many  fummers  in  a  fea  of  glory  : 
But  far  beyond  my  depth  :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  iengtn  broke  under  me  ;  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  m^ic  ftream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  T  hate  ye; 
1  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.     Oh,  how  wretched 
Js  that  poor  man,  that  hangs  on  Princes'  favours  ! 
1  here  IS,  betwixt  that  fmiie  we  would  afpire  to, 
i  hat  fweet  afpea  of  Princes,  and  our  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  war  or  women  have  |. 
And,  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

E7iter  Cromwdl,  JIandwg  amax^d: 
Why,  how  now,  Cromivell? 

Crom,  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak.  Sir 

Wol.  What,amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder, 
A  great  man  fhould  decline  ?  nay,  if  you  weep, 
Km  fallen  indeed. 

Crom,  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Wol.  Why,  well ; 
Never  fo  truly  happy,,  my  good  Crom-.vell, 
I  know  my  felf  now,  and  1  i^tX  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities  y 
A  Hill  and  quiet  confcience.     The  King  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace  j  and,  from  thefe  fhoulders, 
Thefe  rum'd  pillars,  out  of  pity  taken 
A  load  would  fmk  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 

Atxjhoot^n  which  are  the  young  lea^vei  and  hk^fomu  The  comDarl- 
fon,  as  well  as  expreffion  of  nip,  is  jufter  too  in  this  reading.  He  has 
tne  lame  thought  in  Lm;ii  Labour'' s  Loft. 

Byron  n  like  an  eni>icus  fneap:ng{ro^ 
^     ,,.,  ^'^*'  ^'^"  *^^  firft-born  infants  of  the  fprin?. 
So  Milton  in  Sumpjon  Agcniftez, 

Absrtii^e  as  the  firft-born  bloom  of  fpring, 
Nip'd  ■ivitb  the  Ligging  rear  sfivimer's  frofl-. 
Which  feems  to  be  taken  from  the  place  in  gueilion. 

O^  'tis 
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O,  *tis  a  burden,  Croww^//,  'tis  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heav'n. 

Crom.  I'm  glad,  your  Grace  has  made  that  right  ufe^ 
of  it. 

Wol.  I  hope,  I  have  :  I'm  able  now,  methinks, 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  ^t^l, 
T'  endure  more  miferies,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ?■ 

Crom.  The  heavieft,  and  the  worff, . 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King. 

IVol.  God  blefs  him  ! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chofen 
Lord  Chancellor  in  your  place. 

WoL  That's  fomewhat  fudden -— 

But  he's  a  learned  man.     May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs'  favour,  and  do  juftice 
For  truth's  fake  and  his  confcience  ;  that  his  bones. 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fieeps  in  bleffings. 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans'  tears  wept  on  him ! 
What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome ^ 
Inflall'd  Lord  Archbiihopof  Canterbury, 

Wol.  That's  news,  indeed. 

Cro7n.  Laft,  that  the  lady  AnnCy 
Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  marrledj 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Queen, 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

WoL  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  dowa, 
O  Crcmnjcell, 
The  King  has  gone  beyond  me  :  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lofl  for  ever. 
No  fun  ihall  ever  ufher  forth  my  honours. 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops,  that  waited 
Upon  my  fmiles.     Go,  get  thee  from  me,  CromwoeU-y 
r  am  a  poor  fali'n  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  lord  and  mafter.     Seek  the-  King  ; 
(That  fun,  I  pray,  may  never  fet)  I've  told  him 
What  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee  ^ 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ilir  him, 

I  know? 
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I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  fervice  peri(h  too.     Good  Cromiudl, 
Negledl  him  not ;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crotn.  O  my  lord, 
Muft  I  then  leave  you  ?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mailer  ? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a  forrow  Crom^uoell  leaves  his  lord. 
The  King  (hall  have  my  fervice  \  but  my  prayers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  (hall  be  yours, 

WqI.  CromnjoelU  I  did  not  think  to  ihed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies ;  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me. 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman- 
Let's  dry  our  eyes :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  CromiveU, 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be. 
And  fleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  muft'more  be  heard  :  fay  then,  I  taught  thee  i 
Say,  4-  Wolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 
And  founded  all  the  depths  and  fhoals  of  honour. 
Found  thee  a  v/ay,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rife  in  : 
A  fure  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  mafier  mifs'd  it, 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  which  ruin'd  me : 
Crom^joelli  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition  ;  . 
By  that  fm  fell  the  angels ;  how  can  man  then 
(The  image  of  his  m-,ker)  hope  to  win  by't? 
Love   thy  felf  lall;  i  cherifh  thofe  hearts,  that   hate 
thee ; 

Corruptioii 

4. —  Wolfey,  that  ovce  tro©  the  ways  of  glory.']  As  the  words, 
founded,  depths,  Jhoah,  ivreck,  follow  :  the  uniformity  of  metaphor 
would  difpofe  Shakefpear  methinks  to  write  here, 

I RODE  ri>e  Waves  of  glory. 

So  in  TroUui  and  Crejida.  As  if  the  faffage  and  nvhok  carriage  of 
this  aBion  r  0  r>  e  on  hii  tide. 

5  . cherijh  thofe  hearts,  that  HATE  thee:']   Though  this  be 

good  divinity  ;  and  an  admirable  precept  for  our  condufb  in  private 
life  J  it  was  never  calculated  or  defigned  for  the  magiftrate  or  publick 
minifter.  Nor  could  this  b?  the  dire<5lion  of  a  man  experienced  in 
affairs  to  his  pupil.  It  would  make  a  good  chriftian  hut  a  very  ill 
and  very  unjuft  ftatefman.  And  we  have  nothing  fo  infamous  in  tra- 
dition, as  the  fuppofed  advice  given  to  one  of  oer  kings,  to  (berijh  his 

enmies 
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Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 

To  filence  envious  tongues.     Be  juft,  and  Tear  not. 

Let  all  the  ends,  thou  aim'ft  at,  be  thy  country's, 

I'hy  God's,    and    Truth's;    then  if  thou   fairft^  O 

Cromn.velly 
Thou  fairft  a  blefied  martyr.     Serve  the  King ; 

And,  pr'ythee,  lead  me  in 

There,  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have  ; 

To  the  laft  penny,  'tis  the  King's.     My  robe. 

And  my  integrity  to  heav'n,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.     O  Cromnuell,  Crotm^ell^ 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  ferv'd  my  King,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies, 

Crom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 

WoL  So  I  have.     Farewel 
The  hopes  of  Court !  my  hopes  in  heav'n  do  dwell. 

{Exeunt. _ 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    I 

A  Street  in  Wellminllcr. 

"Enter  five  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another. 
\  Gen.^\T  OU'RE  well  met  once  again. 
JL        2  Gen.  And  fo  are  you. 
1  Gen.  You  come   to  take   your  fland    here,    and 
behold 

tnemiei  and  be  in  no  pain  for  kisfrictids.     I  am  of  opinion  the  Poet 
tvrote 

.—.chsrip?  tkoje heart i  that  wait  tkee. 
i.  e.  thy  dependerts.     For  the  contrary  practice  had  contributed  to 
JVolfey^s  ruin.      He  was  not  careful  enough  in  making  dependents  by 
his  bounty,  while  intent  in  amalTing  wealth  lo  hlmfeif.     The  follow- 
ing line  feems  to  con^.rnn  this  correflion. 

Corruption  ivins  not  more  than  honejiy, 
i.e.  You  will  never  find  men  won  over  to  your  temporary  occafiona 
by  bribery  fo  ufsful  to  you  as  friends  made  by  a  juft  and  generous  ma- 
nifieenve. 

The 
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The  lady  A/t.ne  pax's  from  her  Coronation. 

2  Gen.  'Tis  all  my  bufinels.     At  our  lad  encounter;. 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  tryal. 

1  Gen.   'Tis  very  true.     But  that  time  offer'd  forrow: 
This,  general  joy. 

2  Gen,  'Tis  well  ;  the  citizens, 

I'm  fure,  have  fhewn  at  full  their  loyal  minds. 

And,  let  'em  have  their  rights,  they're  ever  forward^, 

In  celebration  of  this  day  with  ihews. 

Pageants,  and  fights  of  honour. 

1  Gen:  Never  greater. 

Nor,  I'll  aiTure  you,  better  taken,  Sir. 

2  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  ta5i  what  That  contain?^ 
That  paper  in  your  hand  I 

1  Gen,  Yes,  'tis  the  lift 

Of  thofe  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 

By  cuftom  of  the  Coronation. 

The  DwVqo^  Suffolk  IS  the  firil,  and  claims 

To  be  High  Steward  j  next,  the  T>^\^t  of  Norfolk, 

To  be  Earl  Marfhal  -,  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.  I  thank  you.  Sir :  had  I  not   known  thofc 

cufroms, 
I  fhould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  befeech  you,  what's  become  ofCctharlfig^ 
The  Princefs  Dowager?  how  goes  her  bufinefs  ? 

1  Gen.  That  I  can  tell  you  too ;  the  Archbilhop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  rev'rend  fathers  of  his  order. 

Held  a  late  Court  at  Dunjlahle,  fix  miles 
From  Ampthil,  where  the  Princefs  lay  \  to  VvhicL- 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  not : 
And,  to  be  fhort,  for  not  appearance  and 
The-King's  latefcruple,  by  the  main  afient 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men  ihe  was  divcrc'd. 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effect  : 
Since  which,  fhe  was  remov'd  to  Kimholton,  - 
Where  Ihe  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

The  trumpets  fpund  -,  (land  clofe,  the  Queen  is  coming; ' 

{^Hautboys* 
Ihe- 
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The  Order  of  the  Coronation. 


1.  A  linjely  Jlourijh  of  trumpets. 

2.  Theny  t-uuo  Judges. 

3 .  Lord  Chancellor,  "xith  thepurfe  and  mace  hefore  hlrnl 

4.  Chorijiers finging.  [Mufick. 

5 .  Mayor  of  London,  hearing  the  mace.  Then  Gar- 
ter in  his  coat  of  ar?ns,  and  on  his  head  a  gilt  cop- 
per crovjn. 

6.  Marquefs  of  Dorfet,  hearing  a  fcepter  of  gold,  en 
his  head  a  demi-coronal  of  gold.  With  him  y  the  Earl 
c/' Surrey,  bearing  the  rod  of  fiver  ivith  the  do^e, 
croiisn  d  iviih  an  EarPs  coronet.      Collars  ofSS, 

-7,  Dul-e  5/ Suffolk,  in  his  role  of  eftate,  his  coronet  on 
his  head,  hearing  a  long  ^^vhite  ^^and,  as  High 
Stenjcard.  With  him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  w/VA- 
the  rod  of  marjhalfmip,  a  coronet  on  his  head.  Col- 
lars of  SS. 

8.  A  canopy  home  hy  four  of  the  Cinque-ports,  wtde]r 
it  the  ^een  in  her  robe ;  in  her  hair  richly  adorned 
nvith  pearl,  cro'vjned.  On  each  fide  her,  the  bijhops 
o/London  ^WWinchefter. 

9.  The  old  Dut  chefs  0/ Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  of  gold y 
ix-rought  ^joith  fo'-vcers,  hearing  the  ^eens  train. 

10.  Certain  ladies  or  CounteffeSy  <iuith  plain  circlets 
of  gold  ivithout  fonvers. 

^hey  pafs  over  the  Jiage  in  order  and  fate,  and  then 
Exeunt,  n.vith  a  great  flourijh  of  trumpets. 

2  Gen.   A  royal  train,    believe  me  j  thefe  I  know  ^: 
Who's  that,  who  bears  the  Scepter  ? 

1  Gen.  Marquefs  Dorfet. 

And  that  the  Earl  o'i  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gen.  A  bold  brave  gentleman.     That  fhouM  be 
TheDukeof6'«jfi/i. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  the  fame  :  High  Steward. 

2  Gen.  And  that  my  lord  oi  Norfolk. 

1  Gen.  Yes. 

2  Gen.  Heav'n  blefs  thee  ! 

Thou  halt  the  fweetell  face  I  ever  Icck'd  on,. 
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Sir,  as  I  have  a  foul,  {he  is  an  angel  j 

Our  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his'arms. 

And  moi  e  and  richer,  when  he  flrains  that  lady  ; 

I  cannot  blame  his  confcience. 

1  Gen.  They  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  ftate  above  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-Ports. 

2  Gen.  Thofe  men  are  happy ;  fo  are  all,  are  near 

her. 
I  take  it,  fhe  that  carries  up  the  train, 
Js  that  old  noble  lady,  the  dutchefs  of  Norfolk, 
I  Gen.  It  is,  and  all  the  refi  are  counieiTes. 

3  Gen.  Their  coronets  fay  fo.     Thefe  are  flars,  in- 

deed : 
And  fomctimes  falling  ones. 

1  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

Enter  a  third   Gentleman. 
God  faveyou.  Sir  !  Where  have  yon  been  broiling? 
3  Gen.  Among  the  crowd  i'th'  Abbey,    where  a  fin- 
ger 
Could  not  be  wedgM  in  more  ;  T  am  fllfled,. 
With  the  meer  ranknefs  of  their  joy. 

2  Gen,  Ycu  faw  the  ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  I  did. 

1  Gen.  How  was  it  ? 

3  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 

2  Gen»  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 

^  Gen.  As  we'l  as  I  am  able.     The  rich  f!ream 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  Queen 
To  a  prepared  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  diftance  from  her ;  while  her  Grace  fat  dowa 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate  ;  oppofing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people  : 
(Believe  me.  Sir,  fhe  is  the  goodlieft  woman, . 
That  ever  lay  by  man ;)  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe 
As  the  Ihrouds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftiff  tempeft. 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.     Hats,  cloaks^ 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up  j  and  had  their  faces 

Been 
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Beenloofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.     Such  joy 
I  never  fav/  before.     Great-belly'd  women. 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  Ihake  the  prefs. 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.     No  man  living 
Could  fay,  this  is  my  wife  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangcly  in  one  piece. 

2  Gen.  Bat,  pray,  what  follow' d  ? 

3  Gen.  At  length  her  Grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft 

paces 
Came  to  the  altar,  where  Ihe  kneel'd ;  and,  faint-like, 
Call  her  fair  eyes  to  heav'n,  atid  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people  ; 
Wlien  by  the  Archbilliop  of  Canterbury, 
Sh'  had  all  the  royal  makings  ef  a  Queen : 
As  holy  oil,   Edward  Confelfor's  Crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 
Laid  nob'y  on  her  :  which  performed,  the  choir. 
With  all  the  choiceft  mufick  of  the  kingdom. 
Together  fung  T^e  Deum.     So  Ihe  parted. 
And  with  the  fame  full  Hate  pac'd  back  again 
To  Tork  Place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.  You  mull  no  more  call  it  Tork-Place,  that's 

pall. 
For  fmce  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loft, 
'Tis  now  the  King's,  and  call'd  Whitehall, 

3  Gen.  I  know  it : 
But  'tis  fo  lately  alter 'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  frelh  about  me. 

2  Gen.  What  two  reverend  biftiops 

Were  thofe,  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Qaeen  ? 

3  Gen.  Stokejly  and  Gardiner  ;  the  one  of  Wincbtfier^ 
Newly  preferr'd  from  the  King's  Secretary ; 

The  other,  London. 

2  Gen.  Hq  Qi  Witichefter 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  th'  Archbiftiop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that : 

However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach ;  when't  comes, 
Cranmer  will  iind  a  friend  will  not  (brink  from  him. 
Z  Gen.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

'ij^Gen* 
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3  GcH.   Thomas  Cromtvel/^ 
A  man  in  much  eflcem  with  th'  King,,  and,  truly 
A  worthy  friend.     The  Kir.g  has  made  him 
Mailer  o'th'  jewel-houfe. 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy- council. 

2  Gen.  He  will  deferve  more. 

SGea.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Come,  gentlemen,  you  fhall  go  my  way 
Which  is  to  th'  Court,  and  there  ihall  be  my  guefb  • 
Somethmg  I  can  command  ;  as  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

BotL  You  may  command  us^  Sir.  [Exeun/. 

SCENE     II. 
Changes  to    Kimbolton. 

-£•»/»•  .Catharine  Donx^ager,  fuk,  led  hetnxjeen  Griffith 
her  gentleman  ujher,  and  Patience  her  nxjoman, 
^f^f''\  TO  W  does  your  Grace ? 

iTk       <^^^'.   OG/-/^>i>,  fick  to  death  :■ 
My  leg?,  litie  ]o.:ded  branches,  bowtoth'  earth. 
Willing  to  leave  their  bsjrthen  :  reach  a  chair— 
So now,  rnethinks,  I  feel  a  little  eafe. 

T^ .  1  n  ,1  , ,  {Sitting  doivn, . 

Didft  thou  rot  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  Icd'fl  me, 
T  -at  the  great  child  of  honour.  Cardinal  Wolfey, 
Was  dead  ?  "^  -^ 

Grif,  Yes,  Madam  ,•  but  T  think,  your  Grace, 
Cut  of  the  pain  you  (uffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't 

Tf  ^lf  *  i!'''^ ^'t'  F^'^  ^''-^^'^'^  '^''^"^^  ^^^v  he  dyU 
If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily. 

For  my  example. 

Grif.   Well,  the  voice  goes.  Madam. 
For  after  the  ftout  Earl  of  Northumberland 
Arreted  him  at  Tork,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer. 
He  Ml  fick  iiiddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Oath.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Grif,  At  lafl,  with  eaJie  roads  he  came  to  leicefen 

Lodged. 
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liOdgVi  in  the  Abbey ;  where  the  revVend  Abbot, 
With  all  his  Convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  ; 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words,  *  O  father  Abbot, 
'  An  old  man,  broken  with  the  ftorms  of  Hate, 

*  Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye  ; 

*  Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  !'  ' 
So  went  to  bed ;  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu'd  him  ftill,  and  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himfelf 
Foretold,  fliould  be  his  laft)  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears  and  forrows. 

He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  bleffed  part  to  heav'n,  and  flept  in  peace. 

Cath.  '*  So  may  he  reft,  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him ! 
*'  Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him, 
**  And  yet  with  charity;  he  was  a  man 
"  Of  an  unbounded  ftomach,  ever  ranking 
"  Himfelf  with  Princes :    ^  one,  that  byfuggeftion 
"  Ty'd  all  the  kingdom  ;  fimony  was  fair  play: 
*'  His  own  opinion  was  his  law.     I'th'  Prefence 
**  He  would  fay  untruths,  and  be  ever  double 
■"  Both  in  his  words  and  meaning.     He  was  never, 
■**  But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful. 
"  His  premifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
*'  But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 
"  ^  Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
**  The  clergy  ill  example." 

Grif.  Noble  madam. 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brafs,  their  virtues 

1  — •—  cm,  that  by  fuggefticn 

Ty''d  a//  the  kingdom'^']  i.  e.  by  giving  the  King  pernicious 
counfel,  he  ty^d  or  enflaved  the  kingd..m.  He  ufes  the  word  here 
with  great  propriety,  and  fe-ming  knov/It;dge  of  the  Latin  tongue. 
JFor  the  late  Roman  writers,  and  their  glofTers,  agre^  to  give  this 
fenfe  to  it:  suggestion)'?  cum  magijiratus  qurlihet  ^principi  Jalubre 
cofijilium  juggerit.  So  that  nothing  could  be  k.verer  than  this  re- 
flexion, that  that  v.-holfom  counfel,  which  ''.  is  the  tr'.nifter's  duty  to 
give  his  prince,  was  fo  empoifoned  by  him,  r;-  to  produce  flavery  to 
his  country.  Yet  all  this  fine  fenfe  vanifhe^  i.-iftantaneoufly  before 
the  touch  of  the  Oxjord  Edhor,  by  his  happy  thought  of  changing 
Ty'd  into  Tyth''d, 

2  Of  bis  oivn  body  he  was  ill, — ]  i.  e.  he  abuL'd  his  body  by  in- 
temperance and  luxury. 

We 
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We  write  in  water.     May  it  pleafe  your  Highncfs 
*ro  hear  me  fpeak  his  good  now  ? 

Cath.  Yes,  good  Griffith^ 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Crif.   This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  flock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fafhion'd  to  much  honour,  from  his  cradle ; 
He  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one  ; 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading  ; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them,  that  lov'd  him  not: 
But  to  thofe  men,  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  fummer. 
And  though  he  were  unfatirfy'd  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  fm)  yet  in  beiicwing,  Madam, 
He  was  moft  princely  :  Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  learning  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipjhvich  2jidi  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  with  him. 
Unwilling  to  out-live  the  good  he  did  it : 
The  other,  though  unfinifn'd,  yet  fo  famous, 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  ftill  fo  rifing. 
That  Chrillendom  fhall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him  j 
For  then,  and  not  'till  then,  he  fek  hfmfelf. 
And  found  the  bldfedncfs  of  being  little  ; 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  dy'd,  fearing  God. 

Catb.   After  my  death  I  wifh  no  other  herald. 
No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  ailions. 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruptioHj 
But  fuch  an  honsfl  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me. 
With  thy  religious  truth  and  modeftv, 
Now  in  his  alhes  honour.     Peace  be  with  him ! 
Patience,  be  near  me  ftill,  and  fet  m.e  lower. 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.     Good  Griffith, 
Caufe  the  m.uficip.ns  pLy  me  that  fad  note, 
1  nam'd  my  knell  f  v/hilft  !  fit  meditating 
On  that  ceieftial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  folemn  mufick. 

Grif.  She  i*-.  afieep :  good  wench,  let's  fit  down  quiet. 
For  fear  we  wake  her.     Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The 
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The  *vifion.  Enter  folemnly  one  after  another^  ftx  perfo^ 
nagis^  clad  in  luhite  robesj  nveari/i7  on  'their  heads 
garlands  of  baysy  and  golden  'vi%ards  on  their  fnres  { 
branches  of  baySy  or  palm  in  their  hands  Thty  firfi 
congee  unto  her^  then  dance ;  and,  at  certain  changes, 
the  fir fl  t-joo  hold  /%  fpart  garland  o^er  her  head  \  at 
nxhich^  the  other  four  make  reverend  curtfies.  Then  the 
t^jjo^  that  held  the  garland^  deliver  the  fame  to  the 
ether  next  tnuo  ;  njoho  obfer've  the  fame  order  in  their 
changes  y  and  holding  the  garland  o'ver  her  head-  Which 
dme^  they  deliver  the  fame  garland  to  the  lajl  t'vjo, 
<vjho  likevoife  obfern;e  the  fame  order :  (At  vjhich,  as 
it  'were  by  infpirntion^  Jhe  makes  in  her  fleep  ftgns  of 
rejoicing,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven.)  And 
fo  in  their  dancing  vanijhy  carrying  the  garland  luith 
them.      The  muftck  continues* 

Cath.  Spirits  of  peace;  where  are  ye?  are  ye  gone? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedncfs  behind  ye  ? 
Grif  Madam,  we're  here* 
Cath.  It.  is  not  you  I  call  for  ; 
Saw  ye  none  enter,  fmce  I  flept  ? 
Grif  None,  Madam. 

Cath.  No  ?  faw  you  not  ev'n  now  a  blefled  trocrp 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet,  whofe  bright  faces 
Call  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun? 
They  promised  me  eternal  happinefs 
And  brought  me  garlands,  Grifith.  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  (hall  aflfaredly. 

Grif  I  am  moft  joyful,  Madam,  fuch  good  dreams 
PoiTefs  your  fancy. 

Cath.  Bid  the  mufick  leave, 
*Tis  harfh  and  heavy  to  me.  {^Mufick  ceafes, 

Pat.   Do  you  note, 
How  much  her  Grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fuddcn  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  how  pale  (he  looks. 
And  of  anearihly  cold?  obfervc  her  eyes. 
Grif  She  is  going,  wench.     Pray,  pray, 
Pat.  Heav*n  comfort  her  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  An't  like  your  Grace . 

Cath.  You  are  a  faucy  fellow, 
Deferve  we  no  more  rev'rence  ? 

Grif.  You're  to  blame, 
Knowing  Ihe  will  not  lofe  her  v.'onted  greatncfs, 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour.     Go  to,  kneel. 

Mef.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  pardon : 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly.     There  is  Aaying 
A  gentleman,  fent  from  the  King,  to  fee  you. 

Cath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith.     But  this  fellow- 
Let  me  ne'er  fee  again.  \_Exit  Mejfenger. 

Enter  Lord  Capucius. 

If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  fhould  be  lord  ambaflador  from  the  Emperor, 

My  royal  nephew ;  and  your  name  Capuciui. 

Cap.  M.;dam,  the  fam.e,  your  fervant. 

Cath.  O  my  lord, 
The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fmce  fi^-il  you  knew  me.     But,  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  p'rafure  with  me  ? 

Cap.  Ncble  iiidy, 
Firft,  mine  own  fervice  to  your  Grace ;  the  next. 
The  King's  requeft  that  I  would  vifit  you ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations. 
And  heartily  in  treats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Cath.  O   my  good  lord,    that   comfort  comes  too 
late; 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  ; 
That  gentle  phyfick,  giv'n  in  time,  had  cur'd  me  ; 
But  now  I'm  paft  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  Highnefs  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Cath.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  flourifh. 
When  I  Ihall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
Banifh'd  the  Kingdom!  Patience,  is  that  letter,    ' 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away  ? 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 

Cath. 
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Catl.  Sir,  I  muft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  King. 

Cap.  Moil  willing,  Madam. 

Cath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  goodnefs 
The  model  of  oar  chafte  loves,  his  young  daughter ; 
(The  dews  of  heav'n  fall  thick  in  blefllngs  on  her !) 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  Breeding, 
(She's  young,  and  of  a  noble  modeft  nature  ; 
J  hope,  fhe  will  deferve  well)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  fake,  that  lovM  him, 
Heav'n  knows,  how  dearly  !  my  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long 
Have  followed  both  my  fortunes  faithfully ; 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 
(And  now  I  Ihould  not  lye)  but  well  dtferve. 
For  virtue  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul. 
For  honefty  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  hufband,  let  him  be  a  noble : 
And,  fure,  thofe  men  are  happy,  that  fhall  have  'em. 
The  laft  is  for  my  men  j  they  are  the  pooreft. 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me ; 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em. 
And  fojtnething  over  to  remember  me. 
If  heav'n  had  pleas'd  to've  giv'n  me  longer  life 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
Thefe  are  the  whole  contents.     And,  good  my  lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world. 
As  you  wifh  chrillian  peace  to  fouls  departed. 
Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  King 
To  do  m^  this  laft  right. 

Cap.  By  heav'n,  I  will ; 
Or  let  me  lofe  the  faihion  of  a  man ! 

Cath.  I  thank  you,  koneft  lord.     Remember  mc 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs ; 
And  tell  him,  his  long  trouble  now  is  pafTmg 
Out  of  this  world.     Tell  him,  in  death  I  bleft  him ;  • 

For  fo  I  will mine  eyes  grow  dim.     Farewel, 

My  lord — Griffithy  farewel — nay,  Patience^ 
You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.  I  mufl  to  bed 
Call  in  more  women— *» When  I'm  dead,  ^ood  waack, 

v»L.  V.  s  i>:t 
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Let  me  be  usM  with  honour ;.  ftrew  me  over 

With  maiden  flovv'rs,  that  all  the  world  may  know 

I  was  a  chafle  wife  to  my  grave  ;  embalm  me, 

Then  lay  me  forth;  although  un-queen'd,  yet  like 

A  Queen,  and  daughter  to  a  King,  interr  me. 

I  can  no  more—-  [Exeunt,  leading  Catharine. 


AC  T    V.     S  CEN  E    I. 

Before  the  PALACE. 

Enter  Gardiner  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,   a  Page  ivith  a 
torch  before  him,  met  by  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Gard.'tT^  one  o'clock,  boy,  is*t  not? 
JL     Boy,  It  hath  ftnick. 
Gard.  Thefe  fhould  be  hours  for  neceffitics^ 
Not  for  delights ;  times,  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  wafte  thefe  times.    jGood  hour  of  night.  Sir  fhomas ; 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Z-oi;,  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  lord  ? 
Gard.  I  did.  Sir  Thomas,  and  left  him  at  Primert 
With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
ho'v.  I  muft  to  him  too. 
Before  he  go  to  bed.     I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gard,  Not   yet.    Sir  Thomas  Lovell',    what's   tKe 
matter  ? 
k  feems,  you  are  in  hafte :  And  if  there  be 
No  great  cfFerxCe  belongs  to't,  give  your  iriend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  bufmefs.     Affairs,  that  walk 
(A':  they  fay,  fplrits  do,)  at  midnight,  have 
»  I-.  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  bufmefs 
That  feeks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lonj.  My  Icrd,  I  love  you: 
And  durt  commend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.-    The  Queen*£  in  la- 
bour, 

i  h  thm  a  w'^der  nmtun^         ]  W^i,  for  uwcommon. 

They 
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They  fay,  in  great  extremity  ;  *tis  fear'd. 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gard.  The  fruit  fhe  goes  with 
I  pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live  ;  but  for  the  flock.  Sir  Thomas, 
I  wifh  it  grubbM  up  now. 

Lo'v.  Methinks,  I  could 
Cry  the  Amen ;  and  yet  my  confcience  fays. 
She's  a  good  creature,  and  (fweet  lady)  does 
Defer ve  our  better  wifhes. 

Gard.  But,  Sir,  Sir- 
Hear  rne,  Sir  Thomai You're  a  gentleman 

Of  mine  own  way  ;  I  know  you  wife,  religious ; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
'Twill  not.  Sir  Thomas  Lo'velly  take'tof  me, 
'Till  Cranmet'y  Cromnue//,  her  two  hands,  andihe. 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lo'v.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  moil  remark'd  i'th'  kingdom  ;  as  for  Cromrvell, 
Befide  that  of  the  jewel -houfe,  he's  made  mailer 
O'th'  P  ©lis,  and  the  King's  Secretary:  Further, 
*  Stands  In  the  gap  and  tread  for  more  preferments. 
With  v/hich  the  time  will  load  him.     Th'  Archbifhop 
Is  the  King's  hand,'and  tongue  j  and  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againft  him  ? 

Gard.  Yes,  Sir  Thomas^ 
There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  my  felf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him  j  indeed,  this  day, 
(Sir,  I  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think,  I  have 
tncens'd  the  lords  o'th'  Council,  that  he  is 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  mod  arch  heretick,  a  peftilence 
That  does  infed  the  land ;  with  which  they  mov'd. 
Have  broken  with  the  King ;  who  hath  fo  far 
Giv'n  ear  to  our  complaint,  of  his  great  Grace 
And  princely  care,  forefecing  thofc  fell  mifchiefs 
Our  reafons  laid  before  him  j  he  hath  commanded. 
To  morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 

a  Standi  in  the  gap  and  rSi  ADZ  for  more  preferment  i.^  We  fliouM 
read  tread,  /.  «,  road, 

S  2  He 
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Hebe  convented.     He's  a  rank  wee|^"  Sir  Thomatr 
And  we  muft  root  him  out.      From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long  :  good  night,  Sir  Thomas. 

[Exeunt  Gardiner  an  J  Page. 
Lev.  Many  good  nights,  my  lord  j  I  reft  your  Ser- 
vant. [Exit  Lovcll. 

SCENE     U. 

Changes  to  an  Jpartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  and  Suffolk. 

King.  f^HJR  LES,l  will  play  no  mere  to  night ; 
V  y  My  mind's  not  on't,   you  are  too  hard  for 
me. 
Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles ; 
Nor  fhall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play. 

Re- enter  Lovell. 

Now,  Lo-vtlli  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  newsj 

Lov.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  meffage ;  who  returned  her  thanks 
In  greateft  humblenefs,  and  begg'd  your  Highnefs 
Molt  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay'ft  thou!  ha! 
To  pray  for  her  !  what !  is  fhe  crying  out  ? 

Lov.  So  faid  her  woman,  and  that  her  iiifF'rancc 
made 
Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 

King.  Alas,  good  lady  f 

Suf.  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burthen,  and 
With  gentle  travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  ah  hcii  ! 

King.  *'ris  midaight,  Charles  i 
Pr'ythec;,  to  bed  \  nad  in  thy  prayers  rcme^nber 
Th'  '=Itate  of  ii;y  poor  Q.vf  en.     Leave  me  alone ; 
F^r  1  muft  think  of  tl*dt,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  t*. 

Buf 
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5«/.  I  wlihyourHighnefs     ^      . 
A  quiet  night,  and.my  good  miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  a  good  night :  [f^zrSufTolk. 

Well,  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Denny,  Sir,  I   have   brought    my   lord    the    Arch- 
bilhop. 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King,   Ha!   Canterbury! 

Denny.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

King,  'Tis  true— 'Where  is  he,  Denny  ? 

Denny    He  attends  yoar  Highr.eis'  pleafure. 

/v-'.'?g-".  Bring  him  i-o  us.  ^    [£*// Denny. 

Lgv.  This  is  about  that,  which  the  Bilhop  fpake ; 
I  am  happily  coiiie  hither.  [J/tde, 

Ehte^'  Cranmer  and  Denny. 
King.  Avoio  the  Galleiy.         [howdXfeemethtoJIay. 

Ha! —  I  have  faid ^be gone. 

What !— [Exeunt  I. o veil  and  Denny. 

SCENE    III. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful :  wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 
'Tis  his  afpedl  of  terror.     All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  you  do  defire  to  know. 
Wherefore  i  fent  for  you. 

dan.  It  is  my  duty 
T'  attend  your  Highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you,  rife  ; 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterhury : 
Come,  ycu  and  I  mull  walk  a  tarn  together : 
I've  news  to  tell  you.     Come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak  ; 
And  am  right  iorry  to  repeat  what  follows. 
I  have,  and  moil  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  lord. 
Grievous  complaints  of  you  ;  which  being  coafider'd. 
Have  niov'd  us  and  our  Council,  that  yOu-  ftiall 
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This  morning  come  before  us ;  where  I  know. 

You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  your  felf. 

But  that,  'till  further  trial,  in  thofe  cnarges 

Which  will  require  your  anfwer,  you  mall  take 

Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 

To  make  your  houfc  our  T(nver :    You  a  brother  of 

us. 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed ;  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 
Moft  throughly  to  be  winnowM,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  fhall  fly  afunder.      For,  I  know, 
There's  none  Hands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Than  I  my  felf,  poor  man. 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury ; 
Thy  truth  and  thy  integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend.     Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up  j 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.     Now,  by  my  holy  dame, 
Wiiat  manner  of  man  arc  you  ?  my  lord,  I  look'd. 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  fhould  have  ta'en  fome  pains  to  bring  together 
Your  felf  and  your  accufers,  and  have  heard  you 
Without  indurance  further. 

Cra/2.  Moft  dread  Liege, 
The  good  I  ftand  on  is  my  truth  and  hoaefty : 
If  they  Ihall  fall,  I  with  mine  enemies 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  perfon ;  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.     I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.   Know  you  not 
How   your   ftate   ftands   i'th'  world,  with  the  whole 

world  ? 
Your  foes  are  many,  and  not  fmall ;  their  practices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion  j  and  not  ever 
The  juftice  and  the  truth  o'  th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'  th'  verdi<^  with  it.     At  what  eafe 
Mighr  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
Tp  fwear  againft  you  r  fuch  things  hive  been  done. 
You're  potently  oppos'd  j  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  fize.     Ween  you  of  better  luck, 

I  mean.. 
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I  mean,  in  perjured  witnefs,  than  your  mafter, 
Whofe  miniftei'  you  are,  while  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  go  to,  go  to. 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  your  own  deftruclion. 

Cran.  God  and  your  Majefty  _ 
Proted  mine  innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me ! 

Kijtg.  Be  of  good  cheer  5 
They  Ihall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to  : 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.     If  they  chance 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you  -, 
The  bell  perfuiifions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  :o  ufe  ;  and  with  what  vehemency 
Th'  occafion  fhall  inftrua  you.^    If  intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  Ring 
Deliver  chexii,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
There   make   before   them.      Look,    the    good   man 

weeps ! 
He's  honeft,  or  mine  honour      God's  bleft  mother ! 
I  Avear,  he  is  true-hearted ;  and  a  foul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom.     Get  you  gone. 
And  do  as  I  h:^ve  bid  you.  l^xit  Cranmer. 

H'as  ftrangled  all  his  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  an  old  Lady. 

Gsn.  \JVtthin.']  Comeback;  what  mean  you*? 

lady,   ril    not    come    back:     the    tidings    that    I 
bring 
Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners.     Now  good  angek 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  (hade  thy  perfoa 
Under  their  blefied  wings ! 

King.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guefs  thy  meffage.     Is  the  Queen  deliver'd  ? 
Say,  ay ;  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady    Ay,  ay,  my  Liege ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  ;  the  God  of  heav'n 
Both  now  and  ever  blefs  her !— 'tis  a  girl, 
Promifes  boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  Queen 
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Defires  your  vifitation ;  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  llranger ;  'tis  as  like  you. 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 
K:'>ig.  Lowell'  ■  ■■ 

Lo<v.  Sir. 

King.  Give  her   an  hundred  marks.     I'll  to    the 
Queen.  [Exit  King. 

Lady.  An  hundred  marks!    by  this  Xi'j^tt   Til  ha* 
more. 
An  ordinary  groorii  is  for  fuch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  was  like  him  ?  TU 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't :  now,  while  'tis  hot, 
I'll  put  it  to  the  iffue.  \I,f<it  lady, 

SCENE    IV. 
before  the  Council-chamber. 

EKier  Cianmer. 

Hope,  I'm  not  too  late ;  aj?d  yet  the  ^cwl«- 
man, 
That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  Council,  prayM  me 
To  make   great  hafte.     All   fait.?  what  means  this  I 

hoa  ? 
Who  v.alts  there?  fure,  you  know  me  ? 

Enter  Door- Keeper,. 
D.  Keep.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 
Cran.  Why? 

D.  Keep.  Your  Grace  muft  wait,  'till  vou  be  cill'd 
for. 

Enter  Do^or  Butts, 

Cran.   So 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice :  lam  glad, 
I  came  this  way  fo  happily.     The  King 
Shall  underftund  it  prefently.  i^xit  Butts. 

CrBn.  'Tk  Btftts, 

The 
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The  King's  phyfician  ;  as  he  paft  along. 

How  earnellly  he  call  his  eyes  upon  me ! 

Pray  heav'n,  he  found  not  my  difgrace  !  for  certain, 

This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 

(God  turn  their  hearts !  I  never  fought  their  malice) 

To  quench  mine  honour:  they  would  Ihame  to  make 

me 
Wait  elfe  at  door  :  a  fellow-counfellbr, 
*Mong  boys  and  grooms  and  lackeys !  but  their  plea* 

fures 
Muft  be  fulfi'ird,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King  and  Butts,  at  a  ivindonu  aho've. 

Butts,  ril  ihew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeil  fight  — 

King.  What's  that.  Butts  P 

Butts.  I  think,   your  Highnefs  faw   this    many  ar 
day. 

King.  Body  o'  me  :  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  There,  my  lord  : 
The  high  promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury^ 
Who  holds  his  ftate  at  door  *mongft  purfuivants^. 
Pages,  and  foot-boys. 

King.  Ha!  *tishe,^ indeed. 
Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another? 
'Tis  well,  there's  one  above  'em  yet.     I  thought. 
They'd  parted  fo  much  Honefty  among  'em. 
At  leaft,  good  manners ;  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  fo  near  our  favour, 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordlhips'  pleafure? ; 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  poft  with  packet?. 
By  holy  Marj,  Butts,  there's  knavery  ; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe. 
We  (hall  hear  more  anon 
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SCENE     V. 
Th   C  O  U  N  C  I  I.. 

i^  cou7iciI-tahie  brought  in  njcith  chairs  and  fiools,  and 
placed  under  the/! ate.  Enter  Lord  Chancellor,  places 
him/elf  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table  on  the  left  hand  : 
A  feat  being  left  'void  abonje  him,  as  for  the  Arch- 
hip,op  of  Canterbury.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Chamberlain,  and  Gardiner, 
feat  themfehes  in  order  on  each  fide.  Cromyvell  at 
the  lofixer  end,  as  Secretary, 

Chan.  Q  PE  AK  to  the  bufmefs,  Mr.  ^cretary : 
O     Why  are  we  met  in  Council  ? 

Crom.  Plcafe  your  Honours, 
The  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury. 

Card.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  > 

Crom.  Yes. 

^or.  Who  waits  there  ? 

D.  Ke&p,  Without,  my  noble  lords  > 

Card.   Yes. 

Z).  Keep.   My  lord  Archbifhop  ; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleafurcfl. 

Ch^n.  Let  him  come  in, 

D.  Keep,   Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  council-table, 

Ckayi,  My  good  lord  Archbiihop,  I'm  yerf  forry 
'\o  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  chair  iland  empty  :  but  J  we  are  all  men 
In  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  frailty,  few  are  angels ;  from  which  frailty 

3  ^— ——'——— ———-i«  w*  are  all  men 

In  eur  cwM  natures  frail,  «nd  capable 

Of  frailty, -]  If  all  men  were  aaually  frail,  they 

were  more  than  capable  of  frailty  j  to  underftand  this  therefore,  m 
cjily  faid  of  the  natural  weaknels  of  humanity,  it  is  abfurdly  expref- 
led  J  but  this  was  not  our  author's  fenfe:  By,  in  our  oiun  natures 
frail,  he  alludes  to  the  dodrinc  of  original  fin :  So  that  the  fenti- 
anent  is  this.  We  are  finnera  by  imputation,  and  liable  to  bccooie 
*ft»aUy  fo, 
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And  want  of  wndom,  you,  that  befi  Ihould  teach  us, . 
Have  mifdemean'd  your  felf,  and  not  a  little : 
Toward  the  King  firfl,  then  his  Laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,   by  your  teaching  and  your  chap- 
lains, 
(For  (o  we  are  informed)  with  new  opinions 
i)ivers  and  dang'rous,  which  are  herefies  ; 
And,  not  reform'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gard.  Which  reformation  muft  be  fudden  too. 
My  noble  lords;  for  thofe,  that  tame,  wild  horfes, 
Eace  *em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle ; 
But  Hop   their  mouths  with  flubborn   bits,   and  fpur  - 

'em, 
'Till  they  obey  the  manage.     IfwefufFer 
(Out  of  our  eafinefs  and  childiih  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  ficknefs, 
Farewel  all  phyfick :  and  what  follows  thea  r 
Conunotions,  uproars,  with  a  gen'ral  taint 
Of  the  whole  ftate ;  as  of  late  days  our  neighbours 
The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witnefs. 
Vet  frelhly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Crott.    My    good   lords,    hitherto,  in  all  the   pra- 
grefs 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour'd 
(And  with  no  littU  ftudy)  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  Authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafely  ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  to  do  well:  nor  is  there  living 
(I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  heart,  my  lords) 
A  man  that  more  detefts,  more  flirs  againft, 
(Both  in  his  private  confcience  and  his  place' 
Defecers  of  the  publick  peace,  than  I  do. 
Pray  heav'n,  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart  • 
With  lefs  allegiance  in  it !  Men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  malice  nourilhment. 
Dare  bite  the  bell.     I  do  befeech  your  lordfhips/ 
That,  in  this  cafe  of  juftice,  my  accufers. 
Be  what  they  will,  may  ftand  forth  face  to  face,     • 
And  freely  urge  againft  me. 

Suf,  Nay,  my  lord, 
Tli4t  cannot  be  j  you  are  a  counfeilor. 
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And  by  that  virtue  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

Gar^.  My   lord,    becaufe   we've  bufinefs  of  more 
moment. 
We  will  be  fhort  wi'you.     'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafure^ 
7\nd  our  confent,  for  better  tryal  of  you. 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tonjjer ; 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  Ihall  know,  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly. 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ay,    my  good  lord   of  Winchejier,  I  thank 
you. 
You're  always  my  good  friend  ;  if  your  will  pafs,, 
t  fhall  both  iind  your  lordfhip  judge  and  juror. 
You  arc  fo  merciful.     I  fee  your  end, 
'Tis  my  undoing.     Love  and  meeknefs,  lord. 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition : 
Win  ftraying  fouls  with  modeily  again, 
Caft  none  away.     That  I  ihall  clear  my  felf, 
(Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience) 
1  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  confcience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.     I  could  fay  more. 
But  rev'rence  to  your  Calling  makes  me  modell* 

Gard,  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  fedary. 
That's  the  plain  truth  ^  your  painted  glofs  difcoverSj^ 
To  men  that  underiland  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 

Crom.  My  lord  of  Winckefiery  you  are  a  little. 
By  your  good  favour,  too  {harp ;  men  fo  noble,. 
However  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  refpeft 
For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty^ 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gard.  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  mercy ;  you  may,  woril 
Of  all  this  table,  fay  {cy, 

Crom.  Wiiy,  my  lord? 

Gard.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  fedi  ?  ye  are  not  found. 

Crotn.  Not  found  ? 

Gard.  Not  found,  I  fay.^ 

Crom.  'Would  you  were  half  fo  honeft  I  , 

Men's  prayers  then  would  feek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Card.  I  ihall  remember  this  bold  language. 
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Cram.  Do. 
Remember  your  bold  life  too.  - 

Cham.  This  is  too  much  j 
Forbear  for  fhame,  my  lords. 

Card.  I've  done, 

Crom.  And  I. 

Chafn.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord  :  it  flands   ^ 
greed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  conveyed  to  th'  Tonver  a  prifoner  ; 
There  to  remain,  'till  the  King's  further  pleafurc 
Be  known  unto  us.     Are  you  all  agreed,,  lords  ? 

Jll.  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy. 
But  I  muft  needs  to  th'  Tcnver^  my  lords  ? 

Card.  What  other 
Would  you  cxpea  ?  you're  flrangely  troublefome  :. 
Let  Ibmc  a  th'  Guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter  th'e  Guard, 

Cran.  For  me  T 
Muft  I  go  like  a  traitor  then? 

Card.  Receive  him, 
And  fee  him  fafe  i'  th'  Tvwsr. 

Cran.   Stay,  good  m.y  lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.     Look  there,  Ibrds^  i 
By  virtue  of  that  Ring,  I  take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,-  and  give  it 
To  a  moft  noble  judge,  the  King  my  maften 

Cham.  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 

Bur.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

5«/.  'Tis  his  right  Ring,  by  heav'n,     I  told  ye  all. 
When  we  firft  put  this  dang'rous  ftoae  a  rowling, 
'Twould  fell  upon  ourfelves. 

7/or.  D'you  think,  my  lords. 
The  King  will  fufFer  but  the  little  finger 
Qf  this  man  to  be  vex'd  1 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain. 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  liiin  \ 
'Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't. 

CrQm.  My  mind  gave  me. 
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In  fceking  tales  and  informations 

Againft  this  man,  whole  honelly  the  devil 

And  his  difciples  only  envy  at. 

Ye  blew  the  fire  that  bums  ye ;  now  have  at  ye, 

SCENE  vr. 

Enter  Kingj  fronvning  on  them  ;  takes  his  feat, 

Gard.  Dread  Sovereign,  how  much  are  wc  bound  tt 
heav*n 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince  ; 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  moll  religious : 
One  that  in  all  obedience  makes  the  Church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour  ;  and  to  llrengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  refpeft. 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  grcit  ofFenden 

King.  You*re  ever  good  at  iudden  commendations, 
T3i{hop  of  Winchefter.     But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  flatteries  now  :  and  in  my  prefence 
They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  oiFences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach  :  you  play  the  fpaniel. 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me*. 
But  whatfoc*cr  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I'm  fure^ 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. 
Good  man,  fit  down :  now  let  me  fee  the  proudeil 

iTo  CraKw 
He,  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 
By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  ilarve. 
Than  but  once  think,  this  place  becomes  thee  now 

Sur,  May't  pleafe  your  Grace      ' 

King,  No,  Sir,  it'does  not  pleafe  me. 
I  thought,  I  had  had  men  of  fome  underftanding 
And  wifdom,  of  my  Council  j  but  1  find  none. 
Was  it  difcretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man. 
This  good  man,  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title) 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  lowfie  foot-boy 
At  chamber-door,  aCnd  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this  ?  did  my  commiSion  - 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  your  felves  ?    I  gave  ye 
Jaw'r,  as|he  was  a  counfellor  to  try  him  9    . 
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Not  as  a  groom.     There's  fome  of  ye,  I  fee. 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  means  j 
Which  ye  (hall  never  have,  while  I  do  live. 

Cham.  My  mofl  dread  Sovereign,  may  it  like  your 
Grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excufe  all.     What  was  purpos'd  ' 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather, 
Jf  there  be  faith  in  men,  meant  for  his  tryal. 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice  ^ 
I'm  fure,  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  refpe£l  him  : 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well ;  he's  worthy  of  it, 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  fubjedl,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  (ervice,  fo  ta  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  : 
Be  friends  for  ftiame,  my  lords.     My  lord  of  C^«- 

terhury, 
I  have  a  fuit  which  you  muft  not  deny  me. 
There  is  a  fair  young  maid,  that  yet  wants  baptifin : 
You  muft  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  fuch  an  honour  5-  how  may  I  defcrve  it. 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  fabjeft  to  you  T 

King.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  fpare  your  i^oonr: 
you  fhall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you:  the  old  Dutchefs 

Of  Norfolk y  and  the  lady  Marquefs  Dorfet- • 

Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchifier,  I  charge  you 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 
Gard.  With  a  true  heart 
And  brother'^5  love  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  heaven 
Witnefs,  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation; 

King,  Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  ftiew.  thy  trtrr 
heart : 
The  common  voice,  I  fee,  is  verify'd 
Of  thee,  which  fays  thus  :  do  my  lord  of  Canterhury 
But  one  Ihrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  friend  for  ever. 
Come,,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away  :  I  long 

Ta 
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To  have  this  young  one  made  a  chriftian. 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain  \ 

So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  honour  gain.         \Jixeune, 

SCENE     VII. 

The  Palace -yard. 

Isolfe  and  tumult  nfjithtn :   Enter  Porter  and  his  malf. 
Port.^%TO\i'\\  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  rafcals  ;  do 
\^     you  take  the  Court  for  Paris  Garden  ?  yz 
rnde  Haves,  leave  your  gaping. 

IVitMii.  Good  Mr.  Porter,  I  belong  to  th'  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows  and  be  hangM,  yt 
rogue :  is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?  fetch  m.e  a  dozen 
crab-tree  ilaves^  and  ftrong  ones ;  4-  thefe  are  but 
fwitches,  —  To  *em.  I'll  fcratch' your  heads;  you 
muft  be  Teeing  chriftnings  ^  do- you  look  for  ale  and 
cakes  iiere,  you  rude  rafcals  ? 

yjan.  Pray  Sir,- be  patient;  'tis  as  much  impofliblc' 
(Unlefs  vvefweptthem  from  the  door  with  cannons) 
To  fearer  'em,,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  flecp 
On  May'^2.y  morning  ;  which  will  never  be  : 
We  m:iy  as  well  pufh  againft  PauFs^  as  flir  'em. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  bang'd  ? 

Man.  Alas,  1  know  not ;  how  gets  the  tide  ii  ? 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diilribnte, 
I  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port,  You  did.  nothing.  Sir, 

Man.  I  am  not  Sampfoity  nor  Sir  Gzy;,  nor  Colehrand, 
to  mow  'em  down  before  me ;  but  if  I  fpar'd  any 
that  had  a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old,  he  or 
fhe,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker,  let  me  never  hope  to 
fee  a  chine  again;  and  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow, 
God  fave  her. 

4  7hefe  are  but  fivitcbei  t$  Vw.]  To  what,  •r^hctn  ?  Wefhbuld 
point  it-  thusj 

*TheJe  are  hut  fivitibiS. To  ''tm. 

i.e.  bgveat  y&u,  as  we  now  fay.     He  fiays  this  as  he  turni  upon  the 

Within, 
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Within.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter  ? 

Port.  I   fliall  be   with  you   prefentty^    good   Mf. 
Puppy. 
Keep  the  door  clofe,  firrah. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Port*  What  fliould  yoa  do,  but  knock  'em  down 
by  the  dozens?  is  this  Morefields  to  mailer  in?  or 
have  we  fome  ftrange  Indian  with  the  great  tool 
come  to  Court,  the  women  fo  befiege  us  ?  blefs  me ! 
what  a  fry  of  fornication  is  at  the  door?  on  my 
chriftian  confcicnce,  this  one  chrillning  will  beget  a 
thoufand  J  here  will.be  father,  god -father,  and  all 
together. 

Man.  The  fpoons  v/ill  be  the  "bigger.  Sir.  There 
is  a  fellow  fomewhat  near  the  door,  he  fliould  be  a 
brafier  by  his  face  ;  for,  o'  my  confcience,  twenty  of 
the  dog-days  now  reign  in's  nofe  j  all  that  iland  a- 
bout  him  are  under  the  line,  they  need  no  other 
penance  :  That  fire-drake  did  I  hit  three  times  on 
the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  nofe  difcharged 
againll  me;  he  ftands  there  like  a  mortar-piece  to 
blow  us  up.  There  was  a  haberdaftier's  wife  of 
fmall  wit  near  him,  that  rail'd  upon  me  'till  her 
pink'd  porringer  fell  off  her  head,  for  kindling  fuch 
a  combuftion  in  the  Hate.  I  mifl  the  meteor  once,, 
and  hit  that  woman,  who  cry'd  out.  Clubs !  when 
I  might  fee  from  far  fome  forty  truncbeoneers,  draw 
to  her  fuccour  i  s  which  were  the  hope  of  the  ftrand, 
where  Ihe  was  quartered.  They  fell  on  j  I  made 
good  ray  place  y  at  length  they  came  to  th'  broom- 
ftafF  with  me,  I  defy'd  *em  ftill ;  when  fuddenly  a 
file  of  boys  behind  'em  delivered  fuch  a  Ihower  of  pib- 
bles,  loofe  fhot,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine  ho- 
nour in,  and  let  'em  win  the  work  j  the  devil  was  a^ 
xnongft  'em,  I  think,  furely. 

5  Which  ivert  tht  hope  of  the  Jtrand,']  1.  e.  fuch  as,  by  another  me- 
taphor, he  might  have  called  tht^oiver.  But  the  Oxford  Editor, 
in  an  ill  humour,  degrades  them  to  theforkm  bo^e  j  and  this  is  call- 
ed enjcnding>. 

-'    -  PsMt, 
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Port.  Thcfe  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  play- 
houfe;  and  fight  for  bitten  apples;  that  no  audience 
but  the  Tribulation  of  Tonver-Hill,  or  the  limbs  of 
Limehoufej  their  dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I 
have  fome  of  'cm  in  Limbo  Patrum,  and  there  they  are 
like  tx>  dance  thefe  three  days ;  befides  the  running  ban- 
quet of  two  beadles,  that  is  to  come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain* 

Cham.  Mercy  o'  me  !  what  a  multitude  arc  liere  ? 
They  grow  ftill  too  ;  from  all  parts  they  are  conaing. 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair.     Where  are  thefe  porters ; 
Thefe  lazy  knaves?  yeVe  made  a  fine  hand,  fellows; 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in ;  arc  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  friends  o'th'  fuburbs  ?  we  Ihall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies. 
When  they  pafs  back  from  th'  chriftening  ? 

Port.  Pleafe  your  Honour, 
We  are  but  men  ;  and  what  fo  many  may  do. 
Not  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham.  As  I  live. 
If  the  King  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  th'  heels,  and  fuddenly  ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines  for  negleft :  y'are  lazy  knaves : 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  bumbards,  when 
Ye  fhould  do  fervice.     Hark,  the  trumpets  found  ;^ 
Th'  are  come  already  from  the  chriftening  ; 
Go  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly  j  or  I'll  find 
A  Marjhalfeut  Ihall  hold  ye  play  thefe  two  months. 

Port.  Make  way  there  for  the  Princefs. 

Man.  You  great  fellow,  ftand  clofe  up,  or  Til  makf 
your  head  ake. 

Port.  You  i'th'  camblct,  get  up  o'tV  rail,  I'll  F^*«^ 
70U  o'er  the  pales  elfc.  \EMunt^ 


S  C  E  N  It.. 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Changes  to  the  Palace, 

Enter  'Trumpets  founding ;  then  tnjoo  Aldermen,  Lord 
Mayor,  Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of  Norfolk  njoith 
his  MarfhaVs  ftaff,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  twoo  Noblemeie 
hearing  great  fanding  honxils  for  the  chrifining  gifts  ; 
then  four  Noblemen  bearing  a  canopy,  wider  nvhich 
the  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk,  god-moiher,  bearing  the 
child  richly  habited  in  a  mantle,  &C.  Train  born  by  a 
lady :  then  follonus  the  Ma7-chio»efs  of  Dorfet,  the 
9ther  god-mother,  and  ladies.  The  Treap  pafs  once 
about  the  fiage,  and  G^xtQr  fpeaks. 

Gart.  Heav'n,   from  thy  endlefs  goodnefs  fend  long 
life. 
And  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Princefs  of  England^  fair  Elizabeth  ! 

Flourifh.     Enter  King  and  Guard. 

Cran.  And  to  your  royal  Grace,     and    the  good 
Queen, 
My  noble  partners  and  my  felf  thus  pray  ; 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  raoH  gracious  lady. 
That  heav'ri  e'er  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye ! 

King.  "1  hank  you,  good  lord  Archbifiiop  : 
What  is  her  name  ? 

Cran.   Elizabeth. 

King.  Stand  up,  lord. 
With  this  kifs  take  lay  blefling  •  God  protefl  thee^ 
Into  who.c  hand  I  give  thy  life. 

Cran    Amen, 

King    My  noble  goffip?,  y'have  been  too  prodigal^ 
I  thank  you  heartily  :  fo  (hall  this  lady. 
When,  (he  has  fo  nr.uch  EngUJI?. 

Cran.   Let  me  fpe.ik,  Sir  ; 
(For  Heav'n  now  bids  me)  and  the  words  I  utter. 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  'em  truth. 

This 
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This  royal  Infant,  (heaven  ftill  move  about  her) 

Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promifes 

Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thoufand  bleffings, 

Which  time  fhali  bring  to  ripenefs.     She  fhall  be 

(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 

A  pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 

And  all  that  ihall  fucceed.     Sheba  was  never 

More  covetous  of  wifdon:  and  fair  virtue. 

Than  this  bleft  foul  ihall  be.     All  Princely  graces. 

That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this. 

With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good, 

Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.     Truth  Ihall  nurfe  her  : 

Holy  and  heav'nly  thoughts  ftill  counfel  her : 

"  She  ihall  be  lov'd  and  fearM.     Her  own  ihall  blcff 

her; 
"  Her  foes  ihake,  likea  iield  of  beaten  corn, 
"  And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow.     Good  grows 

with  her. 
/*  In  her  days,  ev'ry  man  (hall  eat  in  fafety, 
"  Under  his  own  vine,  v/hat  he  plants ;  and  iing 
"  The  merry  forgs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours. 
'*  God  ihall  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
**  From  her  ihall  read  the  psrie<^  ways  of  honour, 
"  And  claim  by  thofe  their  Greatnefs,  not  by  blood. 
"  Nor  ihall  this  peace  ileep  with  her  j  but  as  when; 
**  The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  die  maiden  Phoenix, 
"  Her  aihes  new  create  another  heir, 
**  As  great  in  admiration  as  her  felf  j 
**  So  fnall  ihe  leave  her  bleffednefs  to  one, 
**  (When  heav'n  ftiall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darted 

nefs) 
"  Who  from  the  facred  aihes  of  her  honour 
**  Shall  ftar-like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  ihe  was, 
"  And  fo  ftand  ^x^d.     Peace,  Plenty,   Love,  Truths 

Terr  our, 
'*  That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant, 
"  Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him  ; 
**  Where-evcr  the  bright  fun  of  heav'n  ihall  ihiRC, 
*^  His  honour  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 
**  Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations.     He  fhall  ilouri/h,, 
*^  And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  hi$  branches 
"-  -  «  Te 
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^*  To  all  the  plains  about  him !  children's  children 
Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  heav'n. 

King,  Thou  fpeakell  wonders. 

Cran.  She  Ihall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England , 
An  aged  Princefs ;  many  days  fhall  fee  her. 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would,  I  had  known  no  more !  but  fhe  mull  die. 
She  mull,  the  Saints  mull  have  her  yet  a  Virgin  i 
A  moll  unfpotted  lilly  Ihe  fhall  pafs 
To  th*  ground,  and  all  the  world  fiiall  mourn  her. 

King.  O  lord  Archbifhop, 
Thou' ft  made  me  now  a  man ;  never,  before 
This  liappy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me. 
That  when  I  am  in  heav'n,  I  fhall  defire 
To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  maker. 

I  thank  ye  all. To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 

And  (a)  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden : 

J  have  receiv'd  much  honour  by  your  prefence. 

And  ye  (hall  find  me  thankful      Lead  the  way,  lords ; 

Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Quetn,  and  ftie  muil  thank  ye. 

She  will  be  iick  elfe.     Tins  day  no  man  think, 

H'as  bufmefs  at  his  houfe,  for  all  fhall  ftay  j 

This  little  one  fhall  make  it  holy-day.  [ExetmU 

I  (a)  nur.    Dr.  Tlirlhj.  ^Vulg.  you,  J 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

'fnr^lS  ten  to  owy  this  Play  can  never  fUafe 

-*■     All  that  are  here :  fome  come  to  take  their  eafe, 
Andjleep  an  aSi  or  tnjuo  i  but  thofe,  ivefear^ 
We'' <ve  frighted  njuith  our  trumpets  :  /&  ^tis  clear^ 
^heyllfayy  ifs  naught.     Others^  to  htar  the  city 
Ahus'd  extremely,  and  to  cry.  That's  witty  ! 
Which  ive  ha've  not  done  neither  ',  that,  I /ear,   , 
All  the  expeSled  Good  110  are  like  to  hear 
For  this  Play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
^he  merciful  confiru3ion  of  good  wom'n ; 
(forfuch  a  one  nvejheivd  'em)  If  they /mile. 
And  fay,  ^ twill  do ;  I  knoiv  nvithin  a  ^while 
All  the  heft  men  are  ours  ;  for  'tis  ill  hap. 
If  they  hold,  ijuhen  their  ladies  hid  'em  clap. 
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